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OLD ENGLAND'S 4 LION, | 
Sung by Mr. Darley. | | 


LD England's a lion ſtretch'd out at his eaſe, 
A ſailor his keeper, his couch the green ſeas: 
Should a monkey dare chatter, or a tyger claw, 
They tremble at his roar as he lifts up his paw ; 
I love a neighbour's friendſhip, but he turned foe, 
Prepare to receive him with blow for blow. 


———— — — 


PROP B | SONG. 


(2) 


£ STRIVE TO CONQUER MIGHTY LOYE, 


Sung by Mr. Duffey. 


STRIVE to conquer mighty love, 
But find myſelf deceiv'd, 
For ev'ry hour, alas! I prove, 
The conqueſt unatchiev'd: 
By day, , night, I ſeek in vain 
For eaſe—complaints increaſe my pain. 


S O N G.* 
BRITISH UNION, 
HY drops that tear, Britannia? fay, 


Shake but thy lance, we Il all obey: 
Why, drooping o'er thy fav'rite iſle, 


To cru the traitor, Britons ſmile: 


Whilſt thou, ſweet peace, thine olive bring, 
We'll ſwear allegiance to the King, 


Tho' diſcord. ſtrikes the Gallic ſhore, 
Where belmets ſhine and cannons roar, 
May Briton's join each other's hand, 
And concord reign throughout the land. 


Whilſt thou, ſweet peace, thine olive bring, 


We'll Wear allegiance to the King. 


/ 


191 


Put forth your ſtrength, and riches bring, 
Long live our ſov'reign Lord the King; 
Tho' war- like clad, let ſacred truth 

Arm both the ancient and the youth. 
Whilſt thou, ſweet peace, thine olive bring, 
We'll ſwear allegiance to the King, 


— 


S O N 6. 


on! NANNY, 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


O* Nanny, wilt thou fly with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the charming town ? 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot, and ruſſet gown ? 
No longer dreſt in filken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say, canſt thou quit the buſy ſcene, 
Where chou wert faireſt of the fair? 


Oh! Nancy, when thou'rt far awa, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind ? 
Say, can'ſt thou face the flaky ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink before the warping wind ? 
O can that ſaft and(gentleſt mien, 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear ? 
Nor, ſad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


B2 


(4 ) 


O Nanny, can'ſt thou love fo true, 
Thro' perils keen wi' me to gae? 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of wae? 
And when invading pains befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 
Nor, wiſhful, thuſe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


And when, at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 
And cheer with ſmiles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou o'er his much lov'd clay 
Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear? 
Nor then regiet thoſe ſcens ſo gay, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


>. FN 


. | o, LOVE DECLARE, 
Sung inthe Travellers in Swilzerland, 


LOVE, declare, ſweet friendſhip fay, 
Why, why ſhould memory impart, 

A bliſs or ſorrow paſt away, 

To cheat, alas! the filly heart. 
On plighted vows, on tranſports d:xell, 

Such, memory, alone impart, 
From thy record theſe fondly tell, 

And kindly cheat the filly heart. 


(s) 


S O N G.* 


WHAT THO" THE SABLE HOURS. 


We tho' the ſable hours of night, 
From Sols bright luſtre veil the fight; 
And curtain o'er each tree-topt hill, 

Each flow'ry lawn and limpid rill, 

To us more joy their preſence yields 

Than all the charms of groves and fields; 

By the waxen taper's blaze, 


Beauty ſhoots her conq'ring rays. 


Eyes their brilliant force impart, 
Looks tranſporting ev'ry heart : 
While catch or glee, ſo merrily, 
In ſounds harmonious flow, 
Thus love and joy theſe hours employ, 
What more can life beſtow, ' 


$ 0 6 


% 


A DRINKING SONG, 


$5 fill me a bumper, my jolly brave ooys, 


Let's have no more female impert'nence and noiſe, | 
For I've try'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, 


And I find they're but nonſenſe and whimſies by Jove. 
B3 When 


I 
' 
; 
L 


(6) 
When firſt I ſaw Betty, and made my complaint, 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a ſaint ; 


But I found her religion, her face, and her love, 
Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf int'reſt, by Jove, 


Sweet Celia came next, with her languiſhing air, 
Her outſide was orderly, modeſt, and fair ; 

But her mind was ſophiſtical, fo was her love, 
For I found ſhe was only a trumpet, by Jove. 


Come fill me a bumper, then, jolly brave boys, 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe ; 
I know few of the ſex who are worthy my love, 
And for ſtrumpets and jilts, I abhor them, by Jove. 


S L E ET 


LET THE SMILES OF YOUTH, 


17 the ſmiles of youth appearing, 
Let the rays of beauty cheering, 

Drive the gloom of care away: 

Thus in ſtrains of lively meaſure, 

We replete with joy and pleaſure, 
Lengtken out each happy day : 

Far from the tumult of ambitious ſtrife, 

Eaſv, contented, may we paſs through life; 

Time can impair the luſtre of our youth, 


But not of friendſhip, love, or ſacred truth. 
GLEE. 


by 


r 


Tris. 


HYRSIS, when he left me, ſwore, 4 
In the ſpring he would return, 4 
Ah! what means that op'ning flow'r, 
And the bud that decks the thorn : 
"Twas the nightingale that ſung, 
Twas the lark that upward ſprung, 
Idle notes, untimely green, 
Why ſuch unavailing haſte, 
Gentle gales, and {ky ſerene, 
Prove not always winter paſt : 
Ceaſe, my doubts, my fears remove, 
Spare the honor of my love. 


s Oo N G.* 
HARVEST HOME, 


ME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt home : 
For Ceres bids play, and keepyholiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, 


By Our 


1 — — vw — 


8 


(8) 
Our labour is o'er, and our barns in full tore, 


Now {well with rich gifts of the land; 
Let each man then take, for his prong and 
His cann and his laſs in his hand. 
For Ceres bids play, &c. 


his rake, 


No courtiers can be ſo happy as we, 
In innocent piſtime and mirth; 

While thus we carouſe, with our ſweetheart or ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth. 

When Ceres bids play, &c. 


S O N 6.9 


1} GOLD COULD LENGTHEN II. 


F gold could lengthen life, I ſwear, 
It then ſhould be my chiefeſt care 
To get a ſtock, that I might ſay, 
When death comes to demand his prey, 
Thou ſlave, take this, and go thy way, 


But ſince life is not to be bought, 


Why ſhould I plague myfelf for nought, 
And ſooliſhly diſturb the ſkies, 


With vain complaints and fruitleſs cries; 


For fince the fates will have it ſo, 
What good will gold or whining do: 
Give me, to eaſe my thirſty foul, 
The joys and comforts of the bowl; 

a Freedom 
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Freedom and health, and, while I live, 
Let me not want what love can give; 
Then ſhall I die in peace, and have 
This conſolation in the grave, 

That once I had the world my ſlave. 


S ON 6.“ 
YOUNG CARLOS, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch. 


OUNG Carlos ſued a beauteous maid, 
On her his happineis ſtaking, 
She frown'd upon his love —he ligh 'd, 
Ah! me, my heart is breaking. 


She took a ſwain, of large domain, 
His humble love fortaking, 5 
He thought her happy, and he ſmil'd, 
Altho his heart was breakin g. 


On wealth alone few joys attend, 
She found, with anguiſh aching, 

He ſunk, and gave her ſuch a look, 
Juſt as his keart was breaking, 
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S O N 6.“ 
RLEMEST OF LIQUID BEAUTY. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


1 of liquid beauty, 
Mirror, chaſte as op'ning day, 

How enchanting is your duty, 

Graceful nature to diſplay. 


Like the face of that fair creature, 
Form'd for man's ſupreme delight ; 

Thine is deck'd with ev'ry feature, 
That can captivate the ſight. 


HOW MERRILY WE LIVE, 


OW merrily we live that ſoldiers be, 

Round the world thus we march with merry glee; 
On the pleaſant downs ſometimes encamp'd we lie, 
No cares we know, but fortune's frowns defy, 
No cares we know, but fortune's frowns defy, 
Se long as we can ſee our colours fly, 


SONG» 
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S O N 6.“ 
THE ARMED YEOMAN, 


EOMEN attend, who, ſword in hand, 
Stand forth your country's glory, 

Who quit the plough to guard the land, 

Come liſten to my ſtory : 
Liſten how France is ſtill the foe 

Of Britain's Conſtitution, 
King, or Republicans, we know 

In this no revolution, 


CHORUS. 


Theſe Frenchmen boaſt they'll hither come, 


And mighty are in words, Sir, 
But who invades a Briton's home. 
Shall feel a Briton's ſword, Sir. 


They ſay they will (ſo kind and good) 
Give freedom to all people; 

Free they ſhall be to bathe in blood, 
Free to burn church and ſteeple: 
Free to loſe all that's dear—and then 

Free to keep what they have, Sirs, 
Free, ner to think or act as men, 

Free—to be France's flaves, Sirs. 
Theſe frenchmen, &c. 


Britons 
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Pritons well know, and e'er have known, 
That treedom ne'er was given 
But to thoſe who deſerve the bcon, 
And then's the gift of heaven: 
The virtuous, brave, and kind are free, 
In this alone confin'd, Sirs, 
They cannot falle or cruel be, 
They cinnet change their mind, Sirs. 
Ve will nut change, to let them come, &c, 


Yeomen attend, your liberty 
Has no fine ſpun ſolution, 
But has a noble invent'ry 
Within the Conſtitution : 
Has never maſter but the la vs, 
Which houſe as caſtle guard, Sirs, 
And in the rich and poor man's caule, 
Give <qually award, Sirs. 
The laws we'll keep, ſo let them come, &c. 


This invent'ry, as you'll perceive, 
Names freedom's difpenſations, 
Names all herſelf can ever give, 
And all her beſt relations: 
Free induſtry to wo kor gain, 
Free what is gain'd t' enjoy, Sirs, 
Free words, tree thoughts to entertain, 
Free talents beſt t' employ, Sirs, 


Theſe rights we'll keep, fo let them come, &c. 


Thus free, whilſt each may forward get, 
L. ach proip'rous makes the nation; 

Each adcs his mite to make it great, 
Each patriot in his ſtation: 


1 


Yeomen 


, 
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Yeomen of England, brave and free, 
Defend ſuch Conſtitution, 
Call truly new French policy, 
Old ſlavery with confuſion. 
So tell theſe French, who boaſt they'll come, &c. 


S O N . 


E£OLLINS'S SALLY, 
Sung by Mr. Collins. 


HE bard who glows with Grub-ſtreet fire, 
In Sally's praiſe profuſe is; 
But know the Sally that 1 admire, 
"Tis wit alone produces: 
Sweet ſprightly ſylph, tis thee I mean, 7 
Then ſtand not ſhilly ſhally, 
But as thou art my ſancy's queen, 
Ne'er let me want a Sally, 


"Tis true, were told, in proſe or rhyme, 
A wit is but a feather; 
But let me lightly mount ſublime, 
A ruſh f r wind or weather; 
For like the lark I'll ſoar and ſing, 
While from the ſordid valley 
The grov'ling earth-worm ne'er takes wing, 
Nor e'er enjoys a Sally, 
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Sallies of wit, where wiſdom rules, 
Are gladſome, gameſome gay things: 
But thoſe who ſport with pointed tools, 
Should handle well their playthings: 
Then haply when the ſtroke offends, 
No longer prone to rally; 
F'll filence keep to keep my friends, 
And check the ſportive Sally. 


And as old time ſpeeds on apace, 
His ſport and prey to make us, 
With haſty ſteps, and hot-foot chace, 
Determin'd to o'ertake us: 
When from the ſally-port of life 
We ruſh to cloſe life's rally, 
Releas'd from cank'ring care and ſtrife, 
Triumphant be our ſally. 


S O N G. 
 UGPE TO SOOTH &A WANDERING LOVER, 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


OPE, to ſooth a wandering lover, 
One kind cheering ray diſcover, 
While her lone abode I trace: 
Oh! that fate may not oppreſs me, 
Give a ſingle ſmile to bleſs me, 
Painted on Louila's face. 


SONG, 
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S O N G. 


WHERE ARI THOSE HOURS FLED. 


Sung by Mrs. Carey. 


WERE are thoſe hours fled, 
That us'd to yield delight ? 
My days with pleaſure ſped, 

And ſweet repoſe at night: 
Within the ſhaded cot, 

Which ſtands on yonder lea, 
It was, alas! my lot, 

My Mary firſt to ſee. 


Ah! were her love like mine, 
How happy had I been; 
Crown'd with ſuch bliſs divine, 
While Mary reign'd my queen : 
But ſhe increas'd my woe, 
While at her feet I figh'd, 
Diſdain ſat on her brow, 
Which all my love deſy'd. 


If beauty makes her vain, 
My Mary ſure is wrong; 
For, ah! who can retain, 
Or boaſt of beauty long ? 
My love is fo fincere 
Should time her charms difguiſe, 
I'd love my Mary dear, 
Till death had clos'd my eyes. 
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S O N 6.“ 


FAL LAL LA, 


Sung by Mrs, Bland. 


SHEPHERD lov'd a nymph ſo fair, 


Fal lal la, lal la! lal lal lal la; 


Ani thus his pa ſſion did declare, 


Fal lal la, lal lal lal lal lal la; 
For thee, dear maid, I long, in vain, 
Have ſigh'd nor ventur'd to complain, 
Oh! now conſent to eaſe my pain, 
Fal lal la, lal lal lal lal lal la. 


Oh! could I gain thy tender heart, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

We'd join again no more to part, 
Fal lal la, &c. 


With thee I'd tread the daiſy'd mead, 


To view the herds and flocks at feed, 
And home at eve thy footſteps lead, 
Fal lal la, &c. 


With bluſhing ſweetneſs thus the maid, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

His honeſt paſſion brief repaid, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

J long, dear youth, thy love have known, 

By ev'ry tender kindneſs ſhewn, 

Then take my hand, my heart's thy own, 
Fal lal la, &c, Wy 


SONG, 
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SONG. 


THE BONNY COLLIER'S DAUGHTER. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


HEN hawthorn buds began to blow, 
And linnets ſung fra tree to tree, 

Young Sandy, laird o'er a' the land, 

And blithe as blitheſt lad could be, 
Went o'er the moor to meet his love, 

And o'er the moor he ſought her, 
And thus he ſu'd, and thus he woo'd, 
The bonny Collier's daughter, 


Awa, awa, wi me, ſweet laſs, 

Awa, awa wi' me, 
I gat me blame, and left my hame, 
And a' for love of thee. 


The laſs was bright as beauty's queen, 
Her mind was ſanſey, frank and free, 

She ken'd the lad was blithe and fair, 
And thought be was of low degree: 

But ſtill ſhe lov'd him to her heart, 
Whilſt o'er the moor he ſought her, 

And thus he tu'd and fondly wood 
The bonny Collier's daughter. 

Awa, awa, &c. 


( 18 ) 


Dear lafs, he cry'd, I've won thy heart, 
While ſtill ye thought me poor and mean; 
Of a* my wealth ye ſhall ha part, 
Were I a king you'd be a queen: 
Then o'er the moor he led his love, 
And o'er the moor he brought her, 
And thus he ſu'd, and thus he woo'd, 
The bonny Collier's daughter. 
Awa, awa, &c. 


$ O N G. 
DELIA'S BIRTH DAY. 


ME, feſtive mirth, and ſocial joy, 
Drive care and ſorrow far away ; 
Hence ev'ry thought that may annoy, 
For this is Delia's natal day. 


Ye ty little warbling throng, 
That hop about from ſpray to ſpray, 


Ye charmers raiſe a livelier ſong, 
For this is Delia's natal day. 


And you, ye ſtreams that move fo flow, 
And glide along your wat'ry way, 
In ſofter murmurs learn to flow, 


For this is Delia's natal day, 


Return, 
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Return, ye vernal gales return, 

. i Thou ſun diffuſe a gladſome ray, 

And uſh'ring in the happy morn, 
O ſmile on Delia's natal day. 


S O N 6.“ 


THE WAEFUL HEART, 


Sung by Maſter Knyvett. 
EN living worth could win my heart, 


You wou'd na ſpeak in vain; 
But in the darkſome grave its laid, 
Never to riſe again: 
My waeful heart lies low wi his, 
Whoſe heart was only mine, 
And ah! what a heart was that to loſe, 
But I maun no repine. 


Yet, Oh! gin heav'n in mercy ſoon, 
Would grant the boon I crave, 

And tak this life, now naething worth, 
Sin Jamie's in the grave: 

And ſee, his gentle ſpirit comes, 
To ſhew me on my way, 

Surpris'd, nae doubt, I ſtill am here, 

Sair wondering at my ſtay. 


I come, I come, my Jamie dear, 
And, Oh! wie what gude will, 
I follow whereſoe'er ye lead, 
Ye canna lead to ill: | 
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| - © She faid, and foon a deadly pale 

+ Het faded che- ks pelß lo d, 
Her waetul heait F rout o beat, 


Her ſorrows ſunk to reſt. 
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S O N 6.“ 


THE GODDESS OF LOVE, 
Sung by Maſter el. 


K round me, ye paſtoral ſwains, 
To hear the glad tidings I bring, 
A ſhepherdeſs viſits our plains, 

Whoſe preſence enlivens the ſpring: 
Complacency beams in her face, 

With beauty that all muſt approve, 
Her features ſo blended with grace, 

She's ſurely the goddeſs of love. 


In her ev'ry charm is combin'd, 
No art in her manner you'll ſee; 
Her ſenſe moſt ſupremely refin'd, 
With temper mild, open, and free: 
To her form, like an angel's, is join'd, 
A mind that's related above; 
To the poor ever ſoothingly kind, 
She muſt be the Goddels of Love. 
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Soſt pity is trac'd in her breaſt, 
By the index that dwells in her eye; 
With a heart to 1elieve the diſtreſt, 
And the wants of the needy ſupply: 
l For the woe of all others ſhe feels, 
Their ſuffering tries to remove, 
Her humanity plainly reveals, 


She muſt be the Goddeſs of Love. 


Ah! ſure ſhe's a goddeſs indeed, 
'On earth not her equal is found; 
Ye ſwains found the muſical reed, 
In her praiſe let the vallies reſound: 
Could I this ſweet treaſure regain, 
And ſhe my fond paſſion approve, 
No more I'd &er wi to obtain, 


But life with my Goddeſs of Love. 


S 0 N. 6.® 
THE TANNER, 


—Y Sung by Mr. Knight, 


Y father was a tinker's ſon, 
And I'm his boy *tis ten to one, 

Here's pots to mend, was ſtill my cry, 
Here's pots to mend, aloud bawls I: 
Have ye any tins, pots, kettles, or cans, 
Coppers to ſolder, or braſs pans ? 
Of wives my dad had near a ſcore, 
Ard L have twice as many more; 


* 
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And what's as wonderful 28 true, 


My daddy was the Lord (upon my foul he was) the 
Lord knows who: 


(Tis a hard matter for a child to know its own father, 
beſides my mother was a queen, O yes, ſhe was 
queen of the gypſies, and perhaps I was born a 
prince, though now, like other tiukers, I mend 
one hole and make two) 


With my tan ran tan, tan ran tan, 
For pot or cann, O I'm your man. 


Once I in budget ſnug had got, 
A barn-door capon, and what not; 
Here's pots to mend, I cry'd along. 
Here's pots to mend was ſtill my ſong : 
At village wake, O curſe his throat, 
The cock crow'd out fo loud a note, 
The folk in cluſters flock'd around. 
They ſeiz d my budget, in it found 
e cock, a gammon, peas and beans, 
Beſides a jolly tinker's (yes, by the Lord) a tinker's 
ways and means | 


(Oh! they took my all, left me nothing but my pater- 
nal eſtate, which conſiſts of) 


With my ran tan, &c. 


Like dad, when I to quarters come. 

For want of caſh the folks I hum; 

Here's pots to mend, bring me ſore ber, 
The landlord cries—you'll get none here, 


You 
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You tinkering dog, your tricks I know, 

More beer indeed !—pay what you owe: 

In rage I ſqueeze him 'gainſ the door, 

And with his back rub off the ſcore; 

At bis expence we drown all ſtrife, 

For which I praiſe the landlord (could not do lefs than 
praiſe) the landlord's wife: 


(And becauſe ſhe was pretty—what eyes! what a 


ſhape !—another quart and ſcore it up to the 
tinker—at any time ſhould you want any little 


job done, you may command me) f 
And my ran tan, &c. 
S 0 N 6. 


THE MILKMAID, 


FLAXEN headed milkmaid, 
As {imple as may be, 
And next a pretty dairy maid, 
Il chanted v'er the lea: 
But now a ſaucy chambermaid, 
I've got a better place, 
I'll dreſs my head with ribbons fine, 
Set off my handſome face: 
When houſeke- per promoted, 
I'll fnip a butcher's bill, 
My lady's pockets empty, 
My own I mean to fill; 
And lolling in my chariot, 
A lady great I ll be, 
You'll forget the little milk-maid 
That chanted o'er the lea, 
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TIl try to get a huſband, 

No matter ſor the pelf, 
So I can have a title, 

Why then I pleaſe myſelf: 
Her Ladyſhip | long to be, 

A Lord or Knight I crave, 
If he is rich in honors, 

No matter if a knave: 

J hope to be a peereſs, 

And ſee a birth-day ball, 
With footmen dreſt ſo gaily, 
My carriage for to call: 
When lolling in my chariot, 

A lady great I ll be, 

You'll forget the little milkmaid 

That chanted o'er the lea. 


I' ſend my Lord to India, 
His pockets for to fill, 

So he dues get their treaſure, 
The nabobs be may kill: 

With gold and diamond's loaded, 
When he returns again, 

For honors and for riches, 
I'll be foremoſt in the train: 

A Knight of Bath or Garter, 
Fil purchaſe him I vow, 

And then forget thoſe merry days, 
When milking cf the cow : 

So lolling in my chariot, 
A lady great I'll be, 

You'll forget the little milkmaid, 
That chanted o'er the lea. 

SONG. 
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Tho' battle tremendous appears, | 
When blood ſtains the face of the main; 
Tho' thunder reſounds in his ears, 
The failor's a ſtranger to pain: 
The thought, with what rapture and pride 
Each girl will her hero review— 
Tis this makes him danger deride, 
We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 


S ON 6. 


THE BEGGAR, 


Sung in Merry Sherwood, or Harlequin Forreſter. 


BEGGAR I am, and of low degree, 
For I'm come of a begging family; 
I'm lame, but when in a fighting bout, 
I whip off my leg and I fight it out: 
In running leave the beadle behind, 
And a laſs I can fee, tho”, alas! I am blind; 
'Thro' town and village as I gaily jog, 
My muſic's the bell of my little dog; 
I'm cloath'd in rags 
I'm hung with bags, 
That around me wags, 
I've a bag for my falt, 
A bag for my malt, 
A bag for the leg of a gooſe ; 
For my oats a bag, 
For my groats a bag, 
And a bottle to hold my booſe: 
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It's now heay'n bleſs you for your charity 
(Bleſs your noble honor, and your good lady, 
you'll never know the loſs of a leg or an eye) 
Heav'n bleſs you for your charity, 
Then puſh about the cann, 
Tolde rol lol de rol lol de ree. 


In begging a farthing I'm poor and old, 
In ſpending a noble I'm ſtout and bold, 
When a brave full company I ſee, 


It's, my noble maſters, your charity: 


But when a trav'ller I meet alone, 
It's ſtand and deliver or I'll knock you down; 
All day for a wandering mumper J paſs, 
All night oh a barn and a buxom laſs, 
I m cloath'd in rags, &c. 


$ O N G.* 
THE BUGLE HORN, 


Sung by Mr. Bowden. 


N merry Sherwood we merry men all 
Live here like the birds moſt free ; 
The daiſy a carpet makes for our fine hall, 
And our roof is the greenwood tree: 
In town let em wear ſilk hoſe, 
And gold on their ſunday cloaths, 
Our deer ev'ry day in the week, 
Wears a doublet brown and ſleek ; 
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The ram has a coat moſt rough, 
But cold he looks in his buff, 
And that's when his back is ſhorn, 
Let the bow cry twang, let the bow cry twang, 
Twang dillo go lang, twang dillo go lang, 
Then ſweet ſounds the bugle horn. 


We take from the rich and we give to the poor, 
And we feaſt on the well fatted deer: 
Our bus'neſs is game, and game we can ſhoot, 
As our table does make it appear: 
In town let em wear falk hoſe, &c. 
My merry men all are ſtout and bold, 
And thus are they choſen by me; 
The man that's not able my fides to baſte, 
Comes not into my company : 
Jn town let 'em wear hoſe, &c. 


S O N G.* 


LACK A DAISY—MY POOR LITTLE HEART. 


Sung by Miſs Gray, at Sadler's Wells. 


VE often been told of the anguiſh of love, 
Arm'd with caution againſt cupid's dart; 
If it e er ſhould be mine the ſtrange paſſion to prove, 
Lack a daiſy— my poor little heart : 
There is a young ſhepherd I own, when we meet 
I'm fo bleſt! tho' | ſigh when we part! 
To be fure this can never be love, tis ſo ſweet, 
Lack a daiſy—my poor little heart. 
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He bought a ſtra hat at the fair t'other day, 
Set off with pink ribbons ſo ſmart, 
And he gave it to me in a manner ſo gay 
Lack a daiſy my poor little heart : 
But a kiſs in return he expected to get, 
I vow'd from a kiſs I'd not part, 
But he ſomehow obtain'd one, and when our lips met 
Lack a daify—my poor little heart. ö 


I vow if its love that I feel for the ſwain, 
Love, ye virgins, indeed has no ſmart, 

And, Oh! if the lad he ſhould love me again, 
Lack a daiſy, my poor little heart : 


O dear, if he ſhould, he'll be aſking to wed, 


Tho' I'm in no haſte, for my part, 
But if he ſhould aſk, I may ſomehow be led — 
Lack a daiſy—my poor little heart. 


S O N 6.“ 
ADIEU, MY FERNANDO FOR EVER, 
Sang by Mrs. Crouch. 


DIEU, my Fernando, ah! never 
Again will I cheriſh fond love; 
Thy form to my fight remains ever, 
Still conſtant my paſhon ſhall prove: 
Cold is that hand, pale is that cheek, 
In death will I my lover ſeek, 
All joy from me, from me is fled, 
My life, my love, Fernando's dead. 
SONG. 


6 


S O0 N GC. 


SWEET MARY COME TO ME, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


WH nizht, and left upon my guard, 
Nor leaf nor whiſp'ring breeze is hea: d, 


And ſtars between cloſe branches peep, 
And birds are huſh'd in downy fleep; 
My ſoul to tender thoughts reſign'd, 
And lovely Mary fills my mind ; 

At ev'ry noiſe, for bluff Who's there ? 
I gently breathe, Is't thou, my fair? 
Thy dying ſoldier haſte and ſee, 

Oh! comc, ſweet Mary, come to me. 


As on my poſt thro? blaze of day, 
The wretched, happy, ſad, and gay, 
In quick ſucceſſion move along, 
I ſee or hear the paſſing throng ; 
My ſoul fo wrapt in Mary's charms, 
I hug my muſket in my arms: | 
So all of paſſions, joy and grief, 
When comrades bring the glad relief, 
I cry, thy ſoldier haſte and ſee, 

h! come, ſweet Mary, come to me. 
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SONG. 


1 


S O N 6.“ 


BLUE PETER AT THE MAST-HEAD FLEW, 


Sung by Mr.. Fazcett. 


LUE Peter at the maſt head flew, 
And to the girls we bid adieu; 
Weigh'd anchor and made fail : 
The boatſwain blew his whiſtle ſhrill, 
I he reefs ſhook out began to fill, 
We caught a fav'ring gale : 
And witha cann of flip, 
To cheer the honeſt tar, 
Thus gaily may he trip, 
Lara lara lara lara la. 


We cruiz'd along the coaſt of France, 
But not a Monſieur gave a chance, 
We did, my lads our beſt, 
We drank, and laugh'd, and ſung together, 
We kept the ſea, nor car'd for weather, 
"Twas all the fame to Jack: 
And with a cann, &c. 


Oft* running large, ſhort miles we trac'd, 

And now cloſe hawl'd, the yards ſharp brac'd, 
Thus and no near the cry ; 

Now tacking, ſwearing, laſhing, ſteering, 

While away the chance is bearing, 


To have a bruſh d- mid {hy : 
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And now and then a ſhot we try, to bring them to, 
whether it hits or not, 
Lara la, &c. 


Sometimes while ſqualls have c'er us ſwept, 
High at the maſt-head watch I've kept, 
We did my lads our beſt ; 

Still on the look out for a rumpus, 

At every corner of the compals, 

The North, South Eaſt, and Weſt : 

S. and by W. NNE. SSW. NE. by N. SW. by S. 
NE. SW. NE. by N. SW. by S. ENE. WSW. 
E. by N. W. by 8. Aye d—me, North, South, Ealt, 
Weſt, and every corner of the com 

And with a cann of flip, &c. 


S ON G.* 


MARRY IS THE LAD FOR ME, 


Sung by Miſs Wingfield. 


ARRY is a charming lad, 
Ne'er too modeſt or too bold ; 
Sure the girls are for him mad, 
But his heart ſecure 1 hold: 
Let me wander where will, 
Ever near he's ſure to be, 
Tho' I chide I love him ſtill, 
Harry is the lad for me. 


Cs . If 
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H we chance to meet alone, 

How he ſighs and how he ſpeaks, 
Love pervades each magic tone, 

Guides his tongue, and glows his cheeks: 
Ev'ry ſenſe partakes of bliſs, 

All is joy and ecſtacy, 
Then does he ſo ſweetly kiſs, 

Harry is the lad for me. 


Tre we parted yeſter eve, 

What d'ye think the creature ſaid ? 
Nought but this, if you'll believe, 

Would I, would I, would I wed: 
No, faid I, I won't indeed ; 

But you thall indeed, ſays he, 
Well it ſurely is decreed, 

Harry is the lad for me. 


S O N 6.“ 
THE ROSE THAT WEEPS, 
Sung by Mr. Bowden. 


HE roſe that weeps with morning dew, 
And glitters in the ſunny ray, 

In tears and {miles reſembles you, 

When love breaks ſorrows clouds away. 


The dews that bend the bluſhing flow'r, 
Enrich the ſcent, renew the glow; 
So love's ſweet tears exalt its pow'r, 
So bliſs more brightly ſhines by woe. 


SONG, 
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COURTEOUS STRANGER, 
Sung by Miſs Leak. 
OURTFOUS ftranger, 


Free from danger, 

And laughing at departed labour ; 
Cares unbending 

Thy journey ending, 

Now fritk it to the merry pipe and tabor : 
Welcome, ſtranger, welcome here, 
Our humble welcome but ſincere, 

| From the lowly flave rece: ve, 

All alas! they have to give. 


Ss O N 6.“ 


THE FISHER WOMENs 
Sung in Don Juan. 


HUS for men the women fair, 
Lay the cunning cunning ſnate ; 
While like fiſh the men will rove, 
And with beauty fall in love: 
What is beauty but the bait, 
Olt* repented when too late. 
Co 
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If too raſh to ſeize the prize, 

Now diſplay'd before their eyes, 

How you'll rue, when all is paſt, 

Hymen's hook, which holds you faſt : 

"tre you marry, then beware, N 
"Tis a bleſſing or a ſnare. f 


$ O N 6. 


THE IRISH NEWSMAN.s 


Sung by Mr. Dighton. 
OU may fing of your waggoners, plough boys, 


and watchmen, 

Your lamplighters, ſailors, and pedling jews ; 
There's no trade like mine, for you're ſure for te 

catch men, 

Rich, poor, old, and ugly, all reading the news: 

While round with my papers ſtraight forward l'm 
oing, 

My — they find me employment enough, 
For we make out the bus'neſs with puffing and blow - 
ing, , 


My horn's after blowing whatever they puff: 


(And between us bath we contrive) 


To botheroo didderoo merry and friſky, 
My horn always made as much noiſe as he could, ' 
For as ſure as dear Dublin's the country for whiſkey; 


} muſt be an il wind that blows nobody good. 


ar - > Wa. 


— — 


Wid wedlock and hanging, for ſome have a notion, 


( 397 ) 
If our Oracle ever ſhould fall 'tis no wonder, 


The Times are complain'd of as not always right ; 

And ſometimes the Sun, juſt by way of a blunder, 
He ſets in the morning and riſes at night : 

Then twould your worſhips my plan to unlock it, 
How often I travel regardleſs of harm, 

With a Star in my hand, and the World in my pocket, 
And carry a Telegraph under my arm: 


(And then you ſee I'm like the public ledger, open to 
all parties and influenced by none, and that's 
the way) 


I botheroo, didderoo, &c. 


Then I've all the agreeable news of the nation, 

Your battles, and murders, and ſuch pretty jokes ; 

Wid your parliament ſpeeches, agrah, botheration, 

And the nate little things that are dene by grate 

folks: | 

Then I lumpev'ry accident, death, and promotion, 
Your tragedies, comedies, all in a ſtring, 


That one nooſe and t other is juſt the ſame thing, 
(And by my conſcience I think ſo myſelf, for a man 
had better be tuck'd up at once than be plagu'd with a 
perpetual) 


Botheroo didderoo, &c. 


SONG, 
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S O N G.* 


THE Murr. 


Sung by Mr. Joinſtone. 


ET others boaſt the downy neſt, 
Or moſſy blooming roſe, 
Or wanton dwell on Hebe's breaſt, 
Fair as the lily blows : 
But my lov'd ſong the muff ſhall be, 
[ts fecret charms explore, 
That play thing praile, in ecſtacy 
By wives and virgins wore: 


CHORUS. 


O the muff, the jolly muff, 
Grant me of muff great ſtore, 
Or black or brown divinely rough, 
I worſhip and adore. 


Since faſhion firſt poſſeſs'd the mind, 
With Fancy folly came ; 
The muff alone is true to kind, 
In ſhape, in make the ſame : 
Not oval quite, or perſe round, 
An oblong form it ſhews, 
And juſtly ſtyld the deep profound, 
As it no bottom knows. 
Oh! the muff, &c. 
This 
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This toy, when worn in infant days, 
Of ſmootheſt ſattin ſeen, 

And through the white a bluſh diſplays, 
Rais'd by the pink within : 

But ſable furrs, or auburn hue, 
Maturer years produce ; 

And females wiſe that choice purſue, 
As colours made for uſe: 

Oh! the muff, &c. 


Come, buxom laſs, ſweet twenty-five, 
Let me thy muff employ, 

In ſportive mood let's equal ſtrive, 
To yield each other joy: 

My pliant ſoul with hope expands, 
Now feels the genial flame, 

And riſing manhood boldly ſtands, 
To guard thy ſacred name: 

Oh! the muff, &c. 


S O N 6.“ 
LUMP'D TOGETHER. | 


Sung by Mr. Johannot. 
HAT the world is but a ſtage, O I'll prove be- 


yond a doubt, Sir, | 4 
Where ſome go up, and ſome go down, and ſome go 
in and out Sir; 
TIES And 
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And ſince they play at diff rent games in ev'ry kind 
Why I of 5 Sir, 
will likewiſe play my game, and lump them 
all together, Kr, 8 o 
Bow wow wow, 
Fal lal de riddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


A nog a playing rogue, that often takes your 
life, Sir 

A — is 2 manager, that always plays in ſtriſe, 

; Ir, 

A Bailiff is - playing knave, that ſtudies with great 
art, Sir, 

For when he gets you in his claws, its ten to one you 

part, Sir, 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


A Glutton _ A greedy part, and gobbles like a ſa- 
vage, Sir, 

A Taylor plays a clipping part, whenever he can cab- 
bage, Sir, | 

A Gameſter t a loſing part, and pops things on 
the „Sir, 

And a Miſer plays a wretched part, and often cheats 
himſelf, Sir, | 

Bow wow wow, &c. 


A Coxcomb is a playful thing, that very little means, 
Sir, 
A Prude ſhe is a player too, but plays behind the 
es, Sir, | | 
4 A 
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A Coquet is a butterfly, and oſten plays the romper, 


Sir, 


But a Lawyer plays a ſerious part, and the devil is his 


prompter, Sir, 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


A . noble part, commanding admira- 

A — plays a valiant part, the glory of the nation, 

A Briton 1 i" honeſt part, and holds his country 

And — ſhall be the part I ever will play here, 
Bow wow wow, &c. | | 


SON G.* 
TUE LITTLE DANDY, 


Sung by Mr. Fohannot. 


WEN I was a boy, 

And a pretty little boy, 
With my hair about my ears ſo ſandy O; 
All the pretty maids would cry, 

What a funny rogue was I, 


And they chriſten'd me the little dandy O. 


But asT older grew, | | 
And ſomething better knew 04 

Than ſucking lollypops and ſugar-candy O, _- 
7 
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Why I kif.'d them night and day, 
And the ladies us d to tay, 
O the pretty little ſellow is the dandy O. 


O then to end the ſtrife, 
[> I gota little wife, 
With a pretty little waift ſo handy O! 
And ſoon I got a lad 
Quite the image of his dad, 
And the pretty little fellow is the dandy O. 


Now ſpouſy day and night, 
O ſhe calls me her delight, 
Her ſugar-plumb, her pet, and Triſtram Shandy O': 
And then, ſo fond am I, 
When we go to lullaby, 
That ſhe ſays I am the pretty little dandy O. 


S O N G.* 
THE PLEASURES OF HUNTING AND DRINKING, 
Sung by Mr. Taylor, at Vauxhall. 


ET philoſophers boaſt of their wiſdom profound, 
4 And ſtateſmen on kingdoms debate; 
Let faſhion's gay vot'ries purſue folly's round, 
And pedants on gravity prate : 
But far wiſer the man, who, quite ſree from vain ſtrife, 
Ne'er loſes his time in dry thinking, 


But 
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But in jovial contentment devotes his whole life, 
To the pleaſures of hunting and drinking. 

Wine enobles the mind and ſubdues ev'ry care, 
While the chace ruddy vigour ſupplies ; 

Thus good liquor, aſſiſted by ſweet wholeſome air, 
Each ſorrow, each ſickneſs defies: 

Then come, joyous hearts, puſh about the briſk bowl, 
And ne'er from your glaſs be caught ſhrinking, 

For of all the delights that enrapture the ſoul, 
Sure none are like hunting and drinking, 


When the mellow-tongued hound and the huntſman's 
ſhrill horn, | 

To the fields glorious paſtimes invite, 

Like ſons of great Nimrod we enjoy the freſh morn, 
And like ſons of gay Bacchus the night: 

Then hark forward, brave fellows, and nobly diſdain 
Ever under dull gloom to be {inking, 

But baniſh rude ſorrow, forget ev'ry pain, 
In the tranſports of hunting and drinking, 


S O N G.* 


THE TANNER, 


Sung in Merry Sherwood, or Harlequin Foreſter. 


HY who art thou there, thou fierce fellow, 
That rangeſt fo boldly here? 
In ſooth, to be brief, 
Thou loek'ſt like a thief, 
That comes here to ſteal the King's deer, 


Fer 
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For thy ſword and thy bow I care not a firaw, 
Nor all thy arrows to boot; 
If thou get'ſt a knock, 
Upon the bare ſcop, 
Thou'lt not be inclined to ſhoot. 


= not for length, I'd have you to know, 
My faaf is of ca ſo free, 
Eight foot and a half, 
It will knock down a calf, 


And I hope it will knock down thee. 


S O N 6.“ 


THE WITCH 


Jung by Mr. Martyr. 


S motley is thy fancied gear, 
Right motley be thy mind, 

About, around, be here and there, 
By mortal unconfin'd : 

Try ſkip very pretty, 

Field, foreſt, road, and city, 

Yield us ev'ry aid and pleaſure, 

My delight and Robin's treaſure, 


With nimble hand but wave thy ſword, 
And, light as flitting thought, 

At noddle ſhake, tho" mum the word, 
A ſpirit's ear is caught; 


Trip, ſkip, &c. 


0. 


S ON 6.“ 
HEY DOWN 4 DOWN. 
Sung by Mrs. Clendining. 


OM London, ſad at heart I came, 

From London vpon the Thames, 

Where my Lord Longchamp's daughter fair 
A foreign ſuitor claims : 


Hey down, a down, &c. 


The haughty Prince of Aragon, 
There {wears by his martial hand, 
To have the lady to his ſpouſe, 
Or elſe to waſte the land: 


Hey down, a down, &c. 


Except ſome champions can be found 
That dare fight three to three, 

Againſt the Prince and giant's twain, 
Moſt terrible to ſee, 

Hey down, &c. 


Now were four damſels ſent abroad. 

To the Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, 
To try whoſe fortune is the beſt, 

To find theſe champions out. 
Hey down, a down, &c. 


(45) 


But all in vain we yet have fought, 
For none ſo bold there are 

That dare adventure lite and blood, 
To free a lady fair. 

Hey down, a down, &c. 


S O N G.* 
MY DOE is MY DEAR, 


Sung by Mr. lxcledon. 


Midſt ſweet ſcented flowers the ſcent would 
confound, 
The keeper ſteals ſoftly, with arrow takes aim, 
And twang from the hord he outſingles his game: 
And twang from the hord he outſingles his game: 
The deer is diflodg'd, ſee him bound o'er the plain, 
His layer he endeavours but cannot regain, 
While echo pants double, quick tighs from his pain; 
But Cupid with art, hath wounded an heart, 
"Tis here, all fighing heigho, 'tis here, 
Sound tripple heart bounding, I fly to my doe, 
I fly to my doe, my doe is my dear. 


1 ſtag, to elude and perplex the fleet hound, 


The land hath deceiv'd, he ventures the ſoil, 

Down the wind, up the current, purſue the blithe toil, 
He ſwims, the rude waters now hide his brown coat, 
Like coral-tree ſtately his antlers afloat ; 


Li ke coral-tree, &c, 


Now - 
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Now on the turf, and againſt a white-thorn, 
Indignant at bay ſee him ſtand all forlorn, 

Ah! vain is thy courage death ſounds the ſhrill horn: 
But Cupid, &c. 


S O N G.* 
THE FRIAR, 


Sung by Mr. Bowden. 


AM a friar, of order grey, 

And down the vallies I rake my way, 

I pull not blackberry, haw, or hip, 

Good ſtore of ven'fon does fill my ſcrĩip; 

My long bead roll I merrily chaunt, 

Wherever I walk no money I want; 

And why I'm ſo plump the reaſon I'll tell, 

Who leads a good life is ſure to live well: 
What Beron, or '3quire, or Knight of the ſhireg 
Lives half ſo well as a holy Friar? 


After ſupper of heaven I dream, 

But that is fat pullets and clouted cream; 
Myſelf by denial I mortify, 

With a dainty bit of warden pye: 

I'm cloath'd in ſackcleth for my ſin, 

With old fack wine I'm lin'd within, 

A cheeruping cup is my mattin ſong: 
And the veſpers bell is my bowl, ding dong, 
What Baron, or Squire, &c. 


SONG. 
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$ O N G. 


WHEN LOVE GETS YOU FAST IN HER CLUTCHES. 
A Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


4 WER love gets you faſt in her clutches, 
And you figh for your ſweetheart away, 
Old Time cannot move without crutches, 


Alack ! how he hobbles, well-a-day ! 


But when Walter my trembling hand touches, 
And love's colouring o'er my cheeks ſtray, 

Old Time throws away both his crutches, 
Alack ! how he gallops, well-a-day. 


G LIE EP 


urs A HEALTH TO ALL GOOD 148828. 
Sung by Sedgwick, Huttley and Dignum. 


ERE's a health to all good laſſes, 
Pledge it merrily, fill your glaſſes, 
Let a bumper toaſt go round: 
May they live a life of pleaſure, 
Without mixture, without meaſure, 
For with them true joys are found, 


Here's a health, &c. 


SONG. 
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— 


GIVE ROUND THE WORD, 


HE miſer cries, * diſcount, diſcount," 
The newſman daily blows his horn; 
The huntſman cries, * let's mount, let's mount* 


And fluggards ſleep away the morn: 
CHORUS. 


"Tis glorious ſport, the ſailor bcags, 
And rakes for girls will range the ſtrand, 
The courtier daily flaunts in lace, 
While bunters walk the ſtreets in rags ; 
The captain gives the word of command, 
While the ſhip is in full chace, 


The coachman cries, * a coach, a coach, 
Quite pleas'd when ke a fare has got ; 
And chairmen cry, a chair, a chair, 
Then off the chriſtian ponies trot. 
"Tis glorious ſport, &c. 
Sal Dab, who daily walks the ſtreet, 
With open mouth fine flounders bawl: 
When ſearch night comes, each brim retreats, 
Or Snap comes up, and ſweeps them all. 
"Tis glorious ſport, &c. 
D 


* 
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And now the ſtag has waſh'd bis face, 
Quite tir'd with ſoap-ſuds down ke lies; 

His boſom ſwells — he's loſt the race, 
You'd laugh to ſee him wipe his eyes. 
'Tis glorious ſport, &c. 


. 


A BALM FOR THE BITTERS OH LIFE, 


ET muckworms exiſt on their treaſure, 
We'll leave them in fecret to pine; 

III tell ve the true ſource ot pleaſure, 

"Tis women, dear women, and wine; 
My conduct is cenſur'd for certain — 

Well knowing that life's but a farce, 
Contented, till fate drops the curtain, 

Lil cheeriully take t'other glaſs: 


CHORUS. 


What matters then ſighing, or pining, 
For future deeds, preſent, or paſt ? 
Here's a cordial will keep you from whining, 


And make us all eaſy at laſt, 


Thoſe monarchs who fight for ambition, 
Who miniſters often beguile, 

I pity their ſov'reign condition, 
And laugh, while they only dare imile: 


Le 
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Let them conquer and deſolate nations, 
To riſe in the annals of fame, 
While Bacchus's bumper libations, 
My unfading laurels proclaim. 
What matters then, &c. 


Come here, my example to follow, 
No further you need ever feek ; 
At tipling I am an apt ſcholar, 
My precepts are gather'd from Greek : 
From Anacreon I borrow my leſſn, 
Subduing whole regions of trite, 
By heavens, my lads, 'tis a blefling, 
And balm for the bitters of lite. 
What matters then, &c. 


$ © N 6. 


THE MERRY SCOTCH LADDIE. 
Sung by Mr. Maſters. 
; » 


ERRY laſſes draw near, I'm a pedlar to gay, 
; Juſt popp'd here to pay yuu a vitit; 
Commodities pleaſing and ſmart I diſplav, 
Come, out with your money, where is it? 


CHORUS. 


What, what, pretty maidens, you all gather round, 
Me! how pleas'd and how ſmirking you are! 
But what to admire have your pretty looks found ? 
Is it me, pretty maids, or my ware? . 
2 o 


— — 2» — 


8 


For look, I've got ribbons and laces, 
And patches to ſet olf your ſaces, 
You'll look, girls, like ſo many graces, 


When deck'd out by me I declare: 
And then I've got bugles and beads, ſuch a ſhow, 
Befiting the fineſt fair lady; 


Beſides, only look, I'm a bit of a beau, 
Now an't I fo ſpruce in my pladay ! 

With my tol de rol, lol de ro), tol de rol lol, 
You all love a merry ſcotch laddie. 


Adzonokers fly Sawney, don't be fo demure, 
If the heart of your laſs you'd be ſtealing, 


You muſt purchaſe my goods—what a ſmile! now I'm 


ſure, | 
Tis with me ſhe would wiſh to be dealing. 


What, what, &c. 


Tve tramp'd it to fairs for a few years or ſo, 
And the fair round me all in a crack were; 
O Lord I'm fo follow'd wherever I go, 
I'm obliged to cry laſſes fall back there. 


What, what, &c. 


S O N 6. 


THE BACCHANALIAN, 


O the joys of the bowl we true Bacchants invite, 
To partake of its charms, a true ſource of delight; 
Then your bumpers repleniſh and drive care away, 


Roſy Bacchus, ye know, we all {trictly obey : 


V7 


"Tis 


an 


1. 


—— 
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"Tis the near of Jove that enlivens the ſoul, 
With a ſong, and a toaſt, round a full flowing bowl. 


Thro' life now, ye ſee, we ſo merrily paſs 

Each man on his knee takes his favorite laſs; 
Then to Venus and Bacchus the jorum goes round, 
True pleaſures alone are with us to be found: 
From the juice of the vine we in wiſdom excel, 
Such the learned will own, as the poets can tell. 


There's the miſer, well known in the annals of fame, 
Renown'd as a wretch, tho' too ſacred a name; 

On his treaſure the muckworm exiſts in diſtreſs, 

If his heart could expand he might thouſands redreſs: 
Let him hoard up his droſs, and his maxims define, 
While we draw our exiſtence from oceans of wine. 


How we laugh at thoſe mortals, thoſe dull ſons of care, 
Who're ſhipwreck'd and toſs'd on the ſeas of deſpair ; 
Vainly vexing at ſhades that immerge from the brain, 
While the heart-cheering liquor thoſe notions diſdain: 
Luch weakneſs and folly our deeds ne'er controul, 
With a catch or a glee, round a full flowing bowl. 


S ON G. 
THE GAZY MARE'S THE BEST HORSE, 
| Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


S bleſſings to huſbands each wife ſure was ſent, 
And 'tis their fault alone if revers'd the intent ; 
With kindneſs alone our affection they gain, 
And by that, only that, they our hearts will retain. 
| D 3 Lou 
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You know we're zood-humour'd, obliging, and kind, 
And while you condeſcend, ſtill bedient inclin'd; 
But how vain the attempt, tho” all efforts you try, 
To opptſe ſuch meek wives, for we'll conquer or die: 
"RY When once we're enrag'd 

And in combat enga«'d, 
We'll have the laſt word, for we'll conquer or die, 


Believe then our proverb, none truer you'll find, 

All women by nature to rule are inclin'd ; 

And when joined in wedlock, for better or worſe, 
Ev'ry where be ailur'd the grey mare's the beſt hors, 


— = 
| A MAN AN TA HORSE, 


Sung by Mr. Fohnſtone, 


F a creat and well known family, near tipperary, 


Who trotted a pole, who ſhoulder'd a hod, 
I was ſprung, and ſo thinking the proſpect to vary, 
Left my old ancient anceſtors home to the fob : 
So a twiſt of the brogue I determin'd to alter, 
And ſpake native Engliſh genteelly : 
Of courſe if a foreigner bred uh ſhould I falter? 
T ho? born in a ſtable a man an't a horſe. 


To be hit'd as a footman I'd fix it completely, 

To a great man who hated a tight Iriſh lad, 
And would not keep a ſervant but talk'd Engliſh neatly 
If the devil a one upon earth could be had: nk 
What 


— 
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What are you? ſays lie - Why an Engliſhman, honey, 
Where burn? - hy in Ireland of courſe : 
That can't bellt can, Sir, I'll bet any money, 
Tho' born in a table, a man an't a hurſe. 


He gp d and he chatter'd his Cockneyſhire blarney, 
Bade me and my brogue to the devil go roam; 
Savs 1 if Bw beils were the Lake of Killarney, 
The devil a cuckney would be born at home: 
| Cries he, you pronounce neither one thing or tother; 


/ Bawis i, I've a ton»ue fure, for better or worſe ; 
Bout proncuncitication then why make a bother, 
Tho' burn in a ſtable, a man an't a horſe. 


At laſt all the Innkeepers wherever I enter'd, 

Bawl'd * Pat down potatoes, by way of diſgrace; 
, Where the bother, thinks I, can their knowledye be 
: center'd, 
| By my foul they muſt ſee I've the brogue in my face: 
So, tho' I talk'd Engliſh ſo native and aeſy, 
My plump Iriſh features betray me of courſe, 

| 5 Tno' I've prov'd to their faces as neat as a daiſy, 

Tho' born in a ſtable, a man an't 3 horſe. 


SO N. 


THE MERMAID. 


| OW the dancing ſun-beams play 
On the green and gloſſy ſea ; 
Come, and I will lead the way, 
Where the pearly tieaſure be: 


0 D 4 Come 
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Come with me, and we will go, 
Where the rocks of coral grow ; 
Follow me, and we will go, 
Where the rocks of coral grow, 


Come, behold what treaſures lie 
Far below the rolling waves; 
Riches hid from human eye, 
Dimly ſhines in ocean's caves : 
Ebbing tides leave no delay, 
Stormy winds are far away ; 
Come with me, and we will go, 
Where the rocks of coral grow. 


$ O N . 


Sung by Mrs. Leaver. 


ARK! hark! the clarion ſounds afar, 


The hoſtile band is near; 
The hero burns to join the battle, 


Whilſt drums and trumpets rattle: 
Whilſt drums and trumpets rattle, 


Eager to fill th' hiſtoric page: 
The thirſt of glory all his rage: 


With crowds of foes he ſtreus the ground, 
Whilſc war-like ſtrains of joy rebound, 
Whil& war-like trains of joy rebound. 


g 


S O N G. 
I'M A PHYSICAL SNOB, 


Sung at the Royal Circus. 


AM a phyſical ſnob, Sirs, 
Can cure ev'ry diſea ſe very faſt; 
There's no greater dab at a job, Sirs, 
Than little Emanuel Laſt: 
A ſon of a feventh ſon, I Sirs, 
Altho' in no chariot I rolls, 
As phyſician I patch up your bodies, 
As a cobler I patch up your ſoles: 
With my ful de rol, &c. 


Your Warwick-lane phyſic diſciples 
Strut about and look wonderous big; 
But, alas! all their knowledge is plac'd, 
In a gold headed cane, and buſh wig: 
As tor me, Sir, I cures all diſtempers, 
Howſomever ſo bad they may be; 
But, like many of my learned brothers, 
No preſcription without I've a fee. 
With my fol de rol; &c. 


Maſter Bobby, a crop of this age, 
T'other day in great haſte for me ſent, 
Leſt death ſhould puſh him off life's ſtage, 
So away to the gemman I went: 
Ds 
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I gave him a potion for ſleeping, 
Which, a little while aſter he'd ta'en, 
He was put into bed, and he ſlept, Sirs, 
But found that he ne'er wak'd again. 
With my fol de rol, &c. 


When my phyſical habit I quit, 
As a cobler appear ing to view, 
I ne'er fear I each fancy ſhall hit, 
It I gain approbation from you : 
And when I'm at work in my ſtall, 
Or in phyfical habit, I ſing, 
Whether handling the potion, or awl, 
Like a true Briton—God ſave the King. 
With my fol de rol, &c. 


SO NG. 
ON BOARD OF 4 MAN OF WAR. 


Tune—Poll and my partner Foe. 


AM a jolly hardy tar, 
Long time I've plough'd the ocean, 
Where rocks ariſe | 
That reach the ſkies, 
Yet never gain'd promotion : 
Whene'er the boatſwain pip'd all hands. 
So chearful I obey'd, 


At ſea, the ſervice, ſuch commands, 


Then, meſſmates, who's aſraid ? 
3 


With 
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With grog and flip, 
We fing and ſkip, 
So fares the careleſs tar ; 
On Saturday night we drink ſucceſs, 
To ſmiling Kate, and lovely Beſs, 
On board of a man of war, 


Oh how I grieve to leave the ſhore, 
Sweet Kate, my heart's dear treaſure ; 
But what's her charms, 
To war's alarms ? 
I ſerve my King with pleaſure: 
For when the winds blow high, blow low, 
And thund'ring cannons roar, 
Tho' Britons like we've beat the foe, 
All ſcenes of danger's o'er: 
With grog and flip, 
We ſing and ſkip, 
So fares each careleſs tar : 
On Saturday night we drink ſucceſs, 
To ſmiling Kate and lovely Beſs, 
On board of a man of war, 


None can their duty better do, 
I furl the courſes cheerly ; 
Or man the yards, 
No breeze regards, 
Tho' lubbers do it queerly : 
Reef top-ſails, brail the mizen up, 
Or let the main-ſheet fly; 
Bear up the helm a-weather, lads, 
Yo yea all hands we cry: 
D 6 With: 
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With grog and flip, 
We ſing and ſkip, 
So fares each careleſs tar; 
On Saturday night we drink ſucceſs, 
To ſiniling Kate and lovely Beſs, 
On board of a man of war. 


Sung in the Myſteries of the Caſtle. 


AILY tripping to and fro, 
We village maids to market go; 
And with jeſt and jocund lay, 
Oſt' beguile the tedious way: 
Nor ſtop to make our purpoſe krown, 
Till we have reach'd the deſtin'd tows. 


SOLO, 


Then with ſmiles, and curtſey meet, 
Welcome cuſtomers we greet ; 

And, cur pittance to improve, 
Barter ev'ry thing but love. 


DUET axv CHORUS, 


Feign'd affetions—purchas'd arts, 
Ill accord with virgins' hearts: 
There our innocence we prove, 
Bartering love alone for love. 


SONG. 


a ; 
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* 
AH LACK AND AH WZLt-A-Dar. 1 
f Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


th N the cup of female life 
Pleaſure ſwims precarious: 
Ah! well-a-day : 
I Ev'ry draught, to maid or wife, 
| Flows with forrows various: 
F Ah! lack-a-day. 
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Fear our infant peace deſtroys, 
Cold reſtraint our youth annoys; 
Falſehood poiſons riper joys : 
So the cup of female life 
Bitter is to maid or wife. 
h Ah! lack, and ah! well-a-day. | 
; 
| 


S 0 N 6. 


FAIR ELLEN, 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


AIR Ellen was a gentle maid, | 
Whoſe breaſt no care could move, 1 
Till Edwy falſe, her truth betray'd, 
And ſought another love: 
a Then crown'd her head with willow, 
With drooping weeping willow, 
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In vain on Edwy would ſhe call, 
His cruel heart to move; 

For he is gone from bower to hall, 
To ſeek another love: 


Then crown her head, &c. 


Another maid may be more fair, 
Yet not ſo conſtant prove: 
Her heart, a prey to keen deſpair, . 
1 Will own no other love: 


Then crown her head, &c. 


SONG. 


THE POACHER.. 
Sung by Mr. Fawcett. 


N poaching all mankind delight, 
1 Late and early prizing dearly; 
Ev'ry ſcheme by day and night, 

To wire- draw one another: 
Friends to trap the wit will try, 

He tips the wink, and cocks his eye, 
And while he looks ſo wond'rous ſly, 
Males game een of his brother 
Smoke the joke, 

What fool ſo dull, 
Always 
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Always grinning, 

Mouthing, chinning, 

Let. us quiz 

His ugly phiz, 
Giggling whilſt he's grinning. 


See Miſs and Madam, by their ſnares,. 
Pointed faces, ſtudied graces, 
All for catching unawares, 
Flights of gameſome lovers: 
Madam plays the harfichols, 
And ſqualls affected rigmarols, 
While Miſs in dancing reels and rolls, 
New ſteps for leers diſcoyers— 
Head and tail 
Along ſhe'll fail, 
Down the middle 
Turn and fiddle, 
With a ſtitch 
And capering hitch, 
To the true Scotch fiddle. 


S O N G. 


GOOD-HUMOUR'S THE CHAIN, 


Sung in Fack of Newbury. 


HEN a man is determin'd on taking a wife, 
"Tis time to be nice, 
His quiet's the price; 


The odds are againſt him—he's wretched for life : 
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T can point out the charm, 
To remove every harm, 
| So attend all ye bachelors taking a wile: 
N "Tis not the face, tis not the air, 
"Tis not the grace, tho debonair; 
Tis not the glance, or brilliant eye; 
Tis not the dance, or tender ſigh: 
Nor hand, nor ſhape, nor leg, nor air, 
Nor mouth, nor teeth, nor ſkin, tho” fair, 
Without a mind, tho” all in one, 
I'd value not a feather; 
Good humour is the chain alone, 
That links then altogether. 


Then fix not alone on a beautiſul face, 
For what could you do 
| With a fair little ſhrew, 
| Whoſe tongue * your patience would never keep 
ace 
| "Si ne'er could new mould her, 
| For worſe when ſhe's older, 
| You'd in vain ſeek the mind in a beautiful face. 
"Tis not the face, &c. | 


DU. 
Sung by Mrs. Mountain and Mrs. Martyr. 
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TILL bleſt lovers, in your ſight, 
8 May unclouded proſpects lie; 
And the wings-of ſweet delight, 

Aid the moments as they fly ; 


6 Whilſt 
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Whilſt on every balmy gale, 
Muſic's ſofteſt notes prevail. 


Health, ſair offspring of the ſky, 
Guard the bloom of beauty's cheek ; 
Let fond admiration's eye 
There alone for tranſports ſeek : 
Ever near her ſteps be ſeen, 
Radiant pleaſures, joys ſerene. 


SONG. 
IN ALL THE NATIONS ROUND US. 


Sung by Mr. Dighton. 


N all the nations round us, 
What wiſdom can compare, 

With their's who ne'er let indulence 

Uſurp the place of care: | 
Let foes attack in open wary 

Or friends more lily deal, 
An active mind can ills remove, 

Or lighten thoſe we feel : 


CHORUS. 


| Then let it be told to the nations around, 

f That bleſſings unnumber'd to England belong: 
Where the arts and the ſciences ſmiling are found, 

And the muſes attend them with dance and with — 
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The man of trade, the man of war, 
To diſtant nations roam; 

Yet round the globe make this their boaſt, 
That England is their home: 


And while within this happy land, 


Shall juſtice hold her teat, 
The friendly {ir»nger here will find 
His laſt and belt retreat. 


That Eneliſhmen are worth remark, 
luſt all the world allow: 

Nay, truſt me for one truh at laſt — 
I'm no Munchauſen know — 

They laugh and cry, and work and plav, 
Fight, kiſs, and beat their wives, 

And, tho they grumble every day, 
They're happy all their lives, 


$ Oo N s. 
THE WAITER, 


Sung by Mr. Farucett.. 


T the very beſt of houſes, where the beſt of people 


dine, » 
And the very beſt of eatables they cater, 


I attend as a merry merry waiter : 
Then a tablecloth can ſpread, 
And decant my white and red; 


Give the very beſt of ſpirits, and decant the beſt of wine 


Manage 
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Xlanage matters to a carm, 
With my napkin under arm, 

Can a ikin-flint, or jolly fellow, tell; 
Know whether they'll come down 
A tizzy, or a crown, 

So I treat them as 1 find them, ill or well: 
And when noiſy, roaring, drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, 1 cries, coming. 


Going in, Madam—Coming up, Sir—D=—n the bells, 
they're all ringing at once—Coming, coming. 


+ In their very merry meetings I alwavs like to ſhare, 
12 Whole bottles ſometimes broke, why then I ſnack it ; 
In that I'm quite at home, fo I travels you know where, 
Sally Chambermaid and I lily crack it: 
f She a little fortune's made 
Juſt by making warm a bed, 
So 1 think it not amiſs, 
Now and then to ſnatch a kiſs, 
For you know I likes Sally very well; 
So hobnobbing as we chat, 
Looking loving and all that, 
In our ears they're ever ringing ſuch a. peal : 
Miſtreſs, maids, all bawling, drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries, coming, coming. 


John, Devil ſome biſcuits, and take em up to the 


Angel; Tom take care of No. 21, I ſhall take care 
of No, 1 myſelf, 


A 
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A ſnipe there once was order'd, ſuch an article we'd not 
Yet to diſappoint a cuſtomer unwilling, 
A plover was terv'd up, the ge'man {wore nv bill 't had 
got, 
Says I ſwallow it, I'll ſoon bring the bill in; 
Thus 1 joke and gaily talk, 
While pour Maſter jokes with chalk; 
And wil! jingling glaſſes drink, 
While I jingle in the chink: 
Cod he breaks and I buy in who can tell; 
Sally miſtreſs then is made, 
Up to ev'ry ſervant's trade, 
We are certain ſure, your honors, to do well: 
Briſk and buſy, no hum-drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries, coming, coming: 


James take care of No. 4, and ſee that Sam Cel- 
larman ſends up prick'd bottles; they're a ſhabby 
ſet, and we may never fee them again. Mrs. 
Napkin, ſhew my Lord to the Star and Garter, and 
Lawyer Lattitat to the devii—He going there him- 
ſelf, Sir, he knows the way very well. 


S O N G. 


THE DAUNTLESS SAILOR, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


"HE dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home, 
Each ſofter joy and caſe ; 
To diſtant climes he loves to roam, 


Nar dreads the boiſterous ſeas ; 


His 
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His heart with hope of vict'ry gay, 
Scorns from the foe to run; 
In battle terrors melt away, 


As tnow belore the ſun. 


Though all the nations of the world, 
Britannia's flag would lower: 

Her banners [till thall wave unfurl'd, 
And dare their haughty pow'r : 
But ſee Bellona ſheathes her ſword, 

Huſh'd is the angry main; 
The cannon's roar no more is heard, 
Sweet peace relumes her reign, 


He haſtens to his native ſhore, 
Where dwells ſweet joy and reſt; 
His lovely Suſan's ſmiles implore. 
To crown and make him bleſt : 
Now all the toils and dangers paſt, 
And Suſan's love remains, 
The honeſt tar is bleſt at leſt, 
Her ſmiles reward his pains. 


$ O N. 


POOR WILL. 


1 a briſk jolly tar, and juſt going to ſea, 
And my veſſel's tight rigg'd for the main; 

As Britons, I'm told, ſhould always be free, 
Your freedom I'll ſtrive to maintain: 


(ye } 


Let yc ur beaux and your belles, if they will, ſcuff and 


ſneer, 
And laugh at the ills I endure, 
I'm a foe to deceit, and a ſtranger to ſear, 
And I'm honeſt altho' I am poor: 
If my cup of exiſtence thuuld be dathed with gall, 
Yet contented my ſtation I fill; 
For I know there's a providence rules over all, 
To protect and take care of pcor Will. 


When Bet heard the news ſhe hung down her head, 
But I gave her a hearty good ſmack ; 

Says I, my dear girl, you have nothing to dread, 

With honor I hope to come back; 

Cume, dry up your tears, for a moment attend, 
My departure you mult not oppole ; 

I'm a ſailor, you know, and I'm bound to defend 
Old England, and humble its fues : 

Then have done with your whimp'ring, your ſpirits. 

recall, 

have lov'd vou, and ſo ] do ſtill; 

And vou know there's a pio idence rules over all, 
To protect and take care of poor Will. 


We're to hardſhips expos'd, but that we don't mind, 
When all night we are in the round top; 
The ſea ſometimes rough, and weather unkind, 
Cold, benumb'd, I am ready to drop 
When the lightning docs flaſh, and the thunder does 
rull, 
When the wave daſhes us to and fro', 
When Poor Jack heaves a ſigh for his favorite Poll, 
Theu no {ear and no terror | know; 
Should 
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Should dangers aſſail us, or tempeſts befall, 
With water a leak the ſhip hll, 

I know there's a Providence rules over all, 
Jo protect and take care of poor Will. 


The French we will drub if they dare to come nigh, 
For their inſ-lerice we'll make them pay; 

As they've taught us to dance, we'll learn them to fly, 
And be glad to get out of our way: 

Tho' I oft times have ſought in my country's defence, 
No promotion I'm likely to gain, 

There's no vacancy yet, that's always the pretence, 
So a common man ſtiil I remain: 

But if ſtretch'd on the deck by the ſtroke of a ball, 
With pleature my blood 1 will fpill, 

And that Provide:ce truſt which reigns over all, 
To protect and take care ut poor Will. 


If ſtorms an3 if perils I chance to ſurvive, 
And mw voyage is crown'd with ſucceſs, 
Our enemies vanquiſh'd, I come home alive, 

Then how happy LI be with my Eels! 
If I fail, well and good there's an end of poor me, 
Thy” I've heard, if I right underſtand, 
The great ruling power protects us at fea, 
All the ſarne as if we we're on land: 
Farewell then, I Hy at my country's call, 
In its fervice Til uſe al my {kill, 
For I know there's a Providence rules over all 
10 protect and take care of poor Will. 


SONG. 
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1 NEVER LOV'D ANY DEAR MARY BUT YOU. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


OU fay, my dear girl, that I'm given to rove, 
And ſport with each laſs on the green; 
That I join in the dance, and ſing ſonnets of love, 
And ſtill with the faireſt I'm ſeen: 

With my hey derry down, and my hey down derry, 
Among the green meadows ſo blithe and ſo merry, 
With black, fair, and brown, I have frolick'd tis true, | 
But I never lov'd any, dear Mary, but you. 


Tho! Phillis and Nancy are nam'd in my — 
My mind will ſtill wander to you; 

Not to Phillis, or Nancy my raptures belong, 
To vou, and you only, they're due: 

With my hey derry down, &. 


In theſe eyes you may read a fond heart all your own, 
But, alas! tis the language of love ; 

My feelings you'd pity, that language once known, 
Then learn it, all doubts to remove : 

With my hey derry down, &c. 


SONG. 
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SONS. 
REMEMBER JACK, 
Sung by Mr. Fawcett. 


EN ſcarce a handſpike high 
Death with old dad made free; 
So what does I do, but [ 
Pikes me off to fea : 
Says I to ſweetheart Pol!, 
If ever I come back, 
We'll laugh and ſing tol lol de rol, 
If not, remember Jack. 


I'd fortune ſmooth and rough, 
The wind would chop and veer; 
'Till hard knocks I'd nap'd enough, 
On board a privateer: 
Propt with a wooden peg, 
Poll I thougkt would bid me oack, 
So was forc' d, d'ye lee, to beg, 
And 'twas, pray remember Jack. 


I ax't, as folk hove by, 
And ſhew'd my wooden pin; 
Young girls would ſometimes fizh, 
And gaping lubbers grin: 
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In vain Td often bawl, | 
My hopes were ta'en a-back, 

And my ſhare of coppers ſmall, 
So, pray remember Jack. 


One day, my lockers bare, 
And togs all tatter'd grown, 
I twigg'd a pinnace fair, 
Well rigg'd, a bearing down : 
Twas Poll - ſhe look'd fo ſpruce, 
What thus, ſaid ſhe, come back? 
My tongue forgot its uſe, 


And, pray remember Jack. 


What matters much to prate, 
She'd ſhiners ſav'd a few ; 
Soon I became her mate, 
Wa'n't Poll a ſweetheart true? 
Then a friend I'd ſerv'd before, 
From a long voyage trips back, 
Shar'd with I his gold galore, 
For he well remember'd Jack. 


So what tho' I loſt my leg, 
It ſeem'd my fortune to mend, 
And was forc'd, d'ye ſee, o beg, 
I gain'd a wiſe and friend: 
Here's the King, Old England, Poll, 
My ſhipmate juſt come back: 
Then laugh and ſing tol lol de rol, 
And pray remember Jack. 


SONG. 
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830 N. 
THE ALL or LIFE is LOVE, 


HEN firſt this humble roof I knew, 
V With various cares I ſtrove, 
My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 
My all of life was love: 
By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd, 
But when her lip the brim had preſs d, 
The cup with nectar flow d. 


Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 
No other gueſt came nich, 

In them was giv'n, tho* gold was ſpar d, 
What gold can never buy: 

No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means may prove, 

That from the caſtle to the cot, 
The all of life is love. 


S O N 6.“ 
SYMPATHY. 


OR tenderneſs framed in life's early day, 

A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way: 
The lefibn of pity was caught from her eye, 
And ere words were my own I ſpoke ina ſigh. 
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The nightingale plunder'd, the mate-widow'd dove, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth, as it ripen'd, gave ſentiment new, 
The object ſtill hanging, the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers of paſſion ſtill reſt in a glow, 
A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never know: 
Or, if too induigent the bleſſing I claun, 
Let the fpark drop from reaſon that wakens the flame, 


. 
ZEPHYR AND THE ROSE. 


ww HEN zephyr, who üghs for the lover's {oft bliſs, 
Salutes by ſurpriſe the coy roſe, 

Averting her head lhe declines his fond biils, 
Her beautiful lips ſtrive to cloſe : 

Tho' all mildnels the youth of ſuch fragrance pollels'd, 
Tranſported he ſeeds on her breath, 

Nor, thoughtleſs, reflects, while he feels kimfelf bleſt, 
To her who thus blefles tis death. 


Now cloſer he preſſes unable to {pe K, 
VWh-.t mu't the deer iunocent ſcel? 
Alarm him, ve den- drops that roll dowu each check, 
Her anguiſh entreat him to heal: 
Ah! bid hi.n beware leſt a moment of joy, 
(i cy, [pite of honor obtain'd, 
The peace of two minds in a moment deſtroy, 
That peace which can uCcer be regain'd. ' 


The | 
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The rogue hears ſage prudence, not ſeeming to hear, 
And feels, tho' not ſeeming to feel ; 

His lips check the courſe of each delicate tear, 
Then labour her anguiſh to heal: 

The breath juſt exhauſted by one ſtolen kiſs, 
A thouſand chaſte kiſſes reſtore : 

And crimſon'd with bluthes, her beauty and bliſs, 
Grow perſeR and leſſen no more. 


8 O N G. 


Sung inthe Poor Soldier. 


HE meadows look'd chearful, the birds ſweetly 
ſing, 

So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring, 

Tho' nature rejoices poor Norah muſt inourn, 

Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, ah! hide your gav charms, 
Nor lure my dear Patrick from Nor1h's fond arms, 
Tho' ſattins, and ribbons, and laces are fine, 

They hide not a heart with ſuch teelings as mine, 


E 3 SONG. 
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S O N Gt 


INDEED, YOUNG MAN, I MUST DENY, 
Sung by Miſs Milne. 


HEN firſt young Harry told his tale, 
I ſmild and turn'd the deafen'd ear: 
Or if he met me in the vale, 
I laugh'd his doleful figh to bear + 
I danc'd and ſung 28 iſ for life, 
— _. Ncrthought he meant me for his wife; 
And when he woo'd I us'd to cry, 
Indeed, young man, | muſt deny: 
Indeed, young man, I muſt deny: 
I muſt deny, I muſt deny, I muſt deny, 
Indeed, young man, I muſt deny. 


One day, upon the village green, 

To dance the lads and laſſes met; 
In ev'ry face gay mirth was ſeen, 

Yet Harry ſeem'd to pine and fret: 
He look'd and figh'd, yet ſear'd to ſpeak, 
As if his heart was like to break, 

He aſk'd a kiſs, I cried O fie, 
Indeed, young man, I muſt deny. 


He pull'd my fleeve, I turn'd my head, 
As if I was inclin'd to ſtay, 

While bluſhes on my cheeks were ſpread, 
Which he obſerving kiſs'd away: 
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To yonder church let's go, he cried, 
And there be made my charming bride, 
I thought twas folly to be ſhy, 

And own'd I could no more deny. 


S O N G. 
THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


R England, when, witha fav'ring galey 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer'd, 
And ſcudding under eaſy fail, 
The high blue weſtern land appear'd : 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the deep nine. 


And bearing up, to gain the port, 
Some well-known object kept in view; 
An abbey-tow'r, an harbour-fort, 
Or beacon to the veſſel true: 
While oft” the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the mark ſeven. 


And as the much- lov'd ſhore we near, 
With tranſport we behold the roof, 
Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof: 

| Ea 
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The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot ſung, 
Quarter leſs five. 


Now to her berth the ſhip draws nigh, 
We take in ſail—ſhe leels the tide, 
ind clear the cable,“ is the cry, 
»The anchor's gone,” ve ſafely ride 
'The watch is ſet, and thro? the night, 
We hear the leaman with delight 
Proclaim, — “ all's well.“ 


S O NG. 


THERE TEE M)ON-SILVER'D WATERS ROAM. 


Sung by Mr. Sed wick. 


HERE the moon-filver'd waters roam, 


And wanton o'er the unſteady ſand, 


Spangling with their ſtarry foam 
The tow'ring cliff that guards the land. 


There the ſcreaming ſea-bird flits, 
Dips in the wave his duſky form; 
Or on the rocking turret fats, 
Th' exulting Dzmon of the ſtorm, 


There, as village legends tell, 

Many a ſhipwreck'd ſea man's ghoſt 
Liſtens to the diſtant knell, 
Viten midnight glooms the fatal coaſt, 


SONG. 
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8 O N G. 
THE VALIANT TAR. 


Sung by Mr, Kelly. 


CARCELY had the bluſhing morning, 
Word the waves with tender light, 
When, the bright'ning plain adorning, 
A diſtant veſſel roſe in fight. 


Aloft, the crowding ſailors viewing, 
Her miſty ſails with {training eye; 
In fancy now the foe ſubduing, 
A prize: a prize! exulting cry. 


The boatſwain's whiſtle loud and ſhrill, 
Shames the tardy fleeping wind, 
In vain our chace-gun hres—for ſtill 


She crowds her ſail —we're left behind, 


At length the breeze affords aſſiſtance, 

| - Rivht afore the wind's our courſe ; 

| We clear our decks -—ſhe threats reſiſtance, 
| And proudly boaſts ſuperior force. 
( 
/ 
| 


Amid her thnnder boldly ſteering, 
Our batter'd {hip almoſt a wreck; 
Wich ſteady courage perſevering, 
They board—they ſturm her gory "ES 
E 5 Her 
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Her wounded Captain—life diſdaining, 


Yet mourning o'er his gallant crew, | 
Caſis a laſt look on thoſe remaining, 
Then ſtrikes to ſave the valiant crew. | 


I} 8 O N 6. 
it 
5 HEIGHO, 

Sung by Mr. R. Palmer. 


O arms, to arms, when captains cry, 
With a heigho, the trumpets blow, 
To legs, to legs, brave boys, ſays I, 
Heigho, I needs muſt go. 


When arrows ſwift begin to fly, 
Heigho, twang goes the bow ; 
Aud ſoldiers tumble down and die, 

Heigho, I'll not do fo. 


Whizzing go balls of lead, 
Heigho, thump they go; 

Tall men grow ſhorter by the head, 
Heigho, I'd rather grow. 


In time of trouble I'm away, 
Heigho, ill winds they blow, 

But always ready at pay day, 
Heigho, great folks do lo, | 


SONG. 
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$ ON. 
1AM THE BOY IN A BATTLE. 
Sung by Mr. R. Palmer. 


AST &er ſeen a hen on hot griddle? 
Has Jack Lantern e er play'd tricks with thee? 

Didſt e'er ſee a cat and a fiddle? 

Then pray judge in a battle of me: 
For I am the boy in a battle, 

That yet never one moment ſtood ſtill, 
Whilſt ſhrill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 

It's in quick running I ſhew my tkill: 
For when whizzing by come the bullets, 

And ſoldiers lie down and are dead, 
And broad ſwords have flit up their gullets, 

Its high time to take care of my head. 


CHORUS. 


Yet ſtill JI am the boy in a battle, 
Am miſhng when danger is nigh, 

At running I beat all their cattle, 
And my pay to receive 1 can fly. 


Shot off were your arms in the hurry, 
(Though it certainly makes you more light) 
You'll find yourſelf iu ſuch a hurry, 
That no hand you can have in the fight: 
E Blowm 
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Blown off were your legs from their ſtations, 
(In dread war's direſul chance ſure they might) 
Not all the great wiſdom o nations 
On a ſocting can put you to fight: 
To loſe a man's head in a battle, 
Out ot countenance puts him quite: 
Hears neither fies {queak, nor drums rattle, 
His noſe he can't thew in the fight. 
Thereſore I'm the boy, &c. 


A fool's advice take in a battle, 

And your heels uſe when danger's at hand, 
Or wher arrows flv, and drums rattle, 

You may then have no heels on to ſtand: 
And when you'll lie down in the battle, 

Your enemies laugh at the joke, 
Depriv'd of the pleaſure to prattle, 

And quite luſt in a torrent of imoke: 
Then gloty comes in with her laurel, 

And ſhadows your poor bleeding head, 
Tho” life you have loſt in the quarrel, 

Your tame will live after yuu're dead, 


CHORUS. 


Then what ſhould I do in a battle, 
Nav, 'twere beſt dwell in ſaſety like thee— 


Nor wait till fame's trump ſounds her rattle, 
No tuch grinning honor tor me. 


SONG. 
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S O N G. 


THE POACHER, 


Sung by Mrs. Eſten. 


H! cruel Sir Thomas, to abandon your promiſe, 
And leave Roſa, poor girl, to lament, 
But take honor aud gold, and your favor with hold, 

You cannot take health and content : 
While my dogs at the dawn, 
Bruſh the dew from the lawn, 
Sniff the ſcent of the game, 
And our tpirits inflame, 
Through thickets or ſtubbles 
Their courage redoubles, 
Then checking their tpeed, 
Heh, Baſto, take heed, 
Oh, Sir Thomas x oundhead, 
Pop, your game it is dead, 


I can hit well my * and a lover trepan, 
Yet Amazon like I will be, 

As ſuie as a gun, trom each ſuitor I'll run, 
But the hero who overcomes me. 


While my dogs, &c. 


6 


„% 
28 ——ů— — —u—ͥ— 8 * — 
a 14 . 
* - & ©® 4 * 
— 4 * © A 


686) 


S ON 6. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


| E R lovely eye of heav'nly blue, 
A mild intelligence conveys ; 
Her ſweet lip wears the roſe's hue, 
A charm o'er every feature plays: 
Light are her locks, and unconhn'd, 
In varying forms they kiſs the wind, 


The matchleſs beauties thus poſſeſt, 

From ſoft refinement feem'd more bright; 
As j-wels with a poliſh dreſt, 

Emit a purer glow of light: 
And ev'ry grace which round her ſhone, 
Reveal'd her kindred to the throne, 


S O NS. 


WHEN MIRTH AN INFANT SLEEPING LAY, 
Fung by Mr. Bowden, in Windſor Caſtle. 


HEN mirth an infant ſleeping lay, 
To | ield him from the ſcorching day; 

A vine-branch o'er his face was flung, 
With many a fip'ning cluſter hung, 

Rich with the Nectar. bright ; 
The nectar which the heav'ns diſtil, 
Inſtead of dew—the grape to fill, 

And give the heart delight. 


The 
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The emerald fruit, from ſummer beam, 

Soon caught the ruby's brilliant gleam : 

Some bunckes fell near mirth's full lip, 

Theſe—theſe he preſs'd - and learnt to fip— 
To ſip the Nectar bright; 

The Nectar, &c. 


From year to year he quaff'd the tide, 
And tho' of ſtrength the woods to ſtride, 
He to his vine-! ough arbour clung, 
And ſwore he'd be for ever young : 

Ta drink the nectar bright ; 
The Nectar, &c. 


DUE. 


THE BLUSH ON HER CHEER. 


Sung by Meſſ. Incledon and Bou den. 


HE bluſh on her cheek was by modeſty dreſt, 
And her eyes beam'd the virtues that dwell in 
her breaſt; | 
May thoſe eyes, and that boſom, unruffled by cre ; 
Be unclouded by ſorrow, unrutfled by care: 
Or if a tear ſtart, or a ſigh gently move, 
May the tear be of rapture, the ſigh be of love. 


SONG, 
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S O N G. 


NOT TO THE VICTORIES OF A YEAR, 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. | 


OT to the victories of a year, 
Does this proud country owe her name ; 
Nor will the failure of a day, 
Abate the luſtre cf her tame : 
Albion, fair ſtar, in glory's ſky moſt bright, 
May never cloud obſcure thy filver light. 


The checks of war but ſerve to give, 
To Engliſh ſpirits bolder ſpring; 
As eagles in the adveiſe gale, 
Holden their courſe with ſtronger wing: 
Albion, fair ſtar, in glory's ſky moſt bright, 
May never cloud obicure thy iilver light. 


S- 0 N 6. 


SINCE THE PREFERENCE WE KNOW, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


INCE the preference, we know, 
8 Is for pa ceantry and ſhow, 
"Twere a pity the public to balk; 
And when people appear 
Quite unn ble to hear, 
"Tis undoubtedly needleſs to talk : PE 
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Let your Shakeſpeares and Johnſons go hang, go hang, 
Let your Otways and Drydens go drown ! 
Give us but Elephants, and white bulls enough, 
And we'll take in all the town, 
Brave boys! 


Or if, tardily, the ſound 
Travels all the houſe around, a 
Twixt the action and words there's a breach: | | 
And it ſeems as if Macbeth, A 
Half a minute after death, 
On his back, made his laſt dying ſpeech, &c. 
Let your Shakeſpeares, &c. 


When, on matters of ſtate, 
Stage heroes debate, 
Intelligence fo ſlowly is got, 
"Twere better they began, 
On the new-invented plan, 
And with telegraphs tranſmitted you the plots. 
Let your Shakeſpeares, &c. | 


But our houſe here's ſo ſmall, 
That there's no need to bawl, 
And the ſummer will rapidly paſs; 
So we hope you'll think fit, 
To hear the actors a bit, 
Till the elephants and bulls come from graſs: 
Then let Shakeſpeare and Johnſon go hang, go hang, \ 
Let your Otways and Drydens go drown : {a 
Give 'em but elephants and white bulls enough, 
And they'll take in half the town, 


SONG, 
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S O N G. 
iN SECLUSION'S SACRED BOWER, 
Sung by Miſs Leak. 


N feclufion's ſacred bower, 
Meek regret, with ſoften'd 
Will enjoy her penſive hour, * 
Fearing no intruder nigh. 


So ſweet bird, thy lonely ſorrow 
In the ivy'd turret's height 
Pines in fecret, till the morrow 


To the ſhades directs thy flight. 


Smiling hope my ſoul illume, 
Tranſports thou alone can'ſt give, 
Diſfipate a dungeon's gloom, 
Bid the child of ſadneſs live. 


S O N G. 
Sung by Maſter Welſh, 


A T evening, when my work is done, 
And the breeze at ſetting ſun 

Scarcely breathes upon the tide, 

Then alone I love to glide, 


Unheard, 
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Urheard, unſeen, my holy oar, 
Steals along the ſhaded ſhore : 
All is dark, and all is mute, 
Save the moon, and lover's lute ; 
Tang, ting, tang, it ſeems to ſay, 
Lovers dread return of day, 


Toward the abbey-wall I ſteer, 
There the coral hymn I hear; 
While the organ's lengthened note, 
Seems in diſtant woods to float : 
Returning then, my filent oar 
Steals along the ſhaded ſhore: 

All is dark, &c, | 


SONG. 


SINGLE I WILL NEVER II. 


Sung by Miſs De Camp. 


ILLY maid, 
Be not afraid, 
For joy will ſoon await you ; 

Hope repeats, 
What boſom beats, 

No viſion now ſhall cheat you: 

Time has wings, and ſoon will flee, 

Single I will never be. 


Why 


1 


Why ſhould time 
When in my prime 

With ſlow pace detain me? 
Why be coy 
When bridal joy 

Strives to entert1in me? 

Time has wings and ſoon will flee, 
Single I will never be. 


S 0 N. 


BOWN THE RUGGED MOUNTAIN'S STEEP. 
Sung by Mr. Sedgwick. 


OWN the rugged mountain's ſeep, 
Hark! the plunging waters leap, 
Ruſhing with reliſtleſs force, 
To the Derwent's gentler courſe ; 
Soon its fury will ſubſide, 
Then we'll truſt the ſaſer tide. 


Danger now awaits the wave, 
Which the raſh alone would brave : 
Hark! the plunging waters leap, 
Down the rugged mountain's ſteep: 
Soon its fury will ſubſide, 

Then we'll truſt the ſafer tide. 


SONG 
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DUET, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter and Mrs. Bland, 


S the compaſs true, believe me, 
Is this honeſt heart of oak: 

If thy Nelly ever grieve thee, 

Never faithful woman ſpoke : 

By thole eyes, my planets, ſteering, 

Thou the pilot, ſaſe we go; 
Never ſrom atfection veering, 

Britkly may the breezes blow: 
No tor hfe's uncertain weather, 

Tight, and trim, and fond, and free, 
Sufely in one bark together, * 

With tair wind we'll put to ſea. | 


$ O N G. 
3AT ALL YOU KNOW AS SOON AS YOU CAN, 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


F woman is curious ſure nature's to blame, 
The ſex, high and low, in this point are the fame ; 
And what at our birth we inherit from her, 
Is her own bleſſed gift, and no crimel aver : 
So it kept from our view 
Any good thing or new, 


What 
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What wonder we pout, 

And would fain find it cut? 
Then how to pleaſe woman T'l! tell you the plan, 
Is to ſay all you know, and as ſoon as you can. 


Theſe lords of creation, what a fuſs and a pother, 
Of wonders, and dangers, of this, that, and t'other ; 
What a trouble, heav'n bleſs us, they'd ſave to their 
lives, 
If they would but conſult in moſt matters their wives: 
Tis ſtrange they don't try it, 
We are always ſo quiet, 
Never wiſh tor the rule, 
Only prudent and cool: 
Then how to pleaſe woman, ['l] tell you the plan, 
Is to lay all you know, and as ſoon as you can, 


S O N G. 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


HRO' foreſts drear I once did ſtray, 
Where every ſoneſter us'd to ſay, 
O loiter here 'tis nature's ſpring, 
«Thy carrol fweet dear minitrel ling.” 


Sweet birds, I cry'd, could I, like you, 
« Afcend, the face of heav'n to view; 
Like you I'd welcome nature's ſpring, 
My carol lweet for ever fling.” 


4 SONG. 
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SONG. 


IN THE LOW WINDING VALE, 
Sung by Mr. Sedgwick. 


| bs the low winding vale that's refreſh'd by the ſtream 
Where the convent of Nicholas ſtood : 
The vineyard invites the ſun's ripening beam, 
And, believe me, the produce is good: 

How the monks, in their day, 

Muſt have fwigg'd it away, 
O they'd let not a cluſter eſcape; 

Till their cheeks I tuppole, 

In an afternoon's doze, 
Were as purple and plump as the grape. 


The mouldering walls are conceal'd by the fruit, 
And the liquor you'll ſay is divine, 

Tho' the clay of the fathers ſtill clings to the root, 
Our cups overflow with the wine. 


How the monks in their day, &c. 


S O N G. 


Sung by Mrs. F-rdan. 


H! young affection's plowing train, 
By mutual fond endearment won; 
At Hymen's altar claim the chain 
That twines two willing hearts in one ! 


Have 
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Have ye not ſeen in Flora's bow'r 
Two roſes on one ſtem reſpire? 

So form'd by paſſton's blending power, 
Two hearts are thron'd on one deſire, 


S ON . 
THE CMOICE SPIRITS, 
By Captain Morris. 


HUs we ſport ſo merrily, 


The ſong, the toaſt, the catch, the glee 


And with bumpers here define, 

The joys of women, love, and wine ; 
Ever jolly, ever gay, 

Liſe we know's a ſummei's day. 


Laughing we can baniſh care, 

Sons of Bacchus ne'er deſpair ; 

And, while our Heetirg moments roll, 
They center in the ſpark'ling bowl: 
Then fill me up the other glaſs— 
Thus thro' life we Bacchants pals. 


SONG, 
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He eame—her cheek averted, 

For whiteneſs mock'd the ſnow ; 
He ſtarted, nor could greet her, 

His whole frame trembled fo: 
She turn'd, and ſhrunk with terror, 

As from his glance ſhe ſtole ; 
And ſuch a look ſhe gave him, 

That harrow'd up the foul. 


But tretch'd her hand, ſo clay cold, 
As if to ſay, forgive; 


Since you are kind and tender, 


I now could wiſh to live: 

Then rifing from her pillow, 
With anxious fondneſs cry'd, * 

* And do you love your Nancy?” 
Indeed She ſmil'd and dy'd. 


S O N 6. 
60, GENTLE ZEPHYR, 


O, gentle zephyr, go, 
And ſhouldſt thou meet the miſtreſs of may heart, 


Tell her thou art a figh ſincere, 


But never ſay whoſe ſigh thou art: 


Flow, limpid rivulet, flew, 


And ſhould thy murm'ring waters near her glide, 


Tell her thou'rt ſwell'd by many a tear, 


But not whoſe eyes thoſe tears ſupply d. 


Fe $ONG> 
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THE GENTLE SWAN. 


"I gentle ſwan with graceful pride, 


Her glofſy plumage laves, 
And ſailing down the filver tide, 
Divides the whiſpering waves: 
The ſilver tide that wandering flows, 
Sweet tc the bird muit be, 
But not fo ſweet blithe Cupid knows 
As Delia is to me. 


A parent bird in plaintive mood 
On yonder ſruit-tree ſung, 

And ſtill the pendant neſt the view'd, 
That held her featker'd young; 

Tho' dear to her maternal heart 
The genial brood muſt be; 

They're not ſo dear the thoulandtb part, 
As Delia is to me. 


— — wy 


The roſes that my brows ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale, 
Scarce pluck'd and in 4 garland bound, 
Belare the hue grew pale: a 
. My 
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The devious path our ſteps ſhall bring 
To yonder happy grove, 

Where nightingales de.ighted ſing, 
And zephyrs whilper love. 


With ſweeteſt flow'rs a wreath I'll twiae, 
To twine that modeſt brow of thine; 
My love ſhall baniſh ev'ry fear, 

And crown thee guddeſs cf the year. 


8 O N G. 


THE MAID OF SELMSA, 


N he hall I lay in night, 
Mine eyes half cloſed with ſleep, 

Soft muſic come to mine car; 
It was the maid of Selma, 
tier breaſt was white as the boſoin of a ſwan, 
'Frembling on {wift rolling waves, 
She rais'd the nightly ſong, 
For ſhe knew that my ſuul was a ſtream 
That How'd at pleaſant found, 
Miz'd with the harp aroſe her voice, 
She came on my troubled ſoul like a beam 
To the dark heaving ocean when it burſts from a cloud 
And brightens the toamy fide of a wave; 
"T'was like the mem ry of joys that are * 
Vicating and mourntul to o the foul, 


— — 
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S$S O N 6.“ 
WHEN THOU ART ABSENT, CHARMING MAID, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HEN thou art abſent, charming maid, 
In vain the ſky larks fing ; 
Or woodbines weave the vernal ſhade, 
Or Flora paints the ſpring: 
But when you range the daiſy'd field, 
Or in the garden rove, 
Increas d er fume the bloſſoms yield, 
And ſeem to court your love. 


Sharp are the pangs of wan deſpair, 
By which my breaſt is torn, 
While rob'd of thee, my lovely fair, 
More ſweet than May-day morn: 
Then haſte, dear tenant of my heart, 
Nor let my foul repine; 
O fly to heal thy lover's ſmart, 
Dear charming valentine. 


——CCC=—— 
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$ ON G.* 


THE JOLLY TAR. 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, 


ME, come, jolly boys that ſailors be, 

Who oſt' h+ve plough'd the dang'rous ſea, 
And when you hear the whiſtling wind, 
Still think of her you left behind : 
Still let her bleſſed image near, 
Preſerve your faithful heart from fear, 
And to your breaſt the tablet keep, 
'Thro' all the dangers of the deep. 


Come, come, jolly boys, who ſailors be, 
Who are ſo happy and ſo free? 
The luckleſs land{men's quiet mind, 

By home, or wife, is oft" confin'd : 
Whilſt we thro' dreaded thunders roll, 
That know no pow'r to ſhake our foul, 
O'er diſtant ſcenes in triumph hurl'd, 
Still feel no limits but the world. 


$ O NG. 


THE FLOWER Cu. 


Sung by Mrs. Leaver. 


y's garb tho' 'tis true I'm array'd, 
Yet jocund with me paſs the hours ; 

Contentment is mine, tho' a poor ruſtic maid, 

I cheerful cry who'll buy {weet ficw'rs? 
Theſe roſes ſhall give girls a warning, 

That thoſe b-auties thoſe dimples they prize, 
Which they take ſo much pairs in adorning, 

Soon like the roſe withers and dies: 
Then ye on whom fortune her afuenre pours, 
Come purchafe, I pray ye, a wicath ot iweet flow'rs, 


When ſpring doth the face of all nature inſpire, 
And gladdens ihe earth with its ſhow'rs; 

When cold hoary troſt from the meadows retire, 
Then I cheerful cry who'll buy ſweet flow'rs : 

Then, ladies, | pray take a warning, 
"Tis not beauty alone you ihould prize; 

For, though freſh and blooming this morning, 
Alas! on the inorrow it withers and dies: 

Then ye on whom f rtune her affluence pours, 

Come purchaſe, I pray ye, a wreath of fweet How'rs. 


SONG. 
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S ON. 


ASKS DEAREST JANE. 
Sung by Mr. Foknſtone. 


SKS deareſt Jane what potent ſpell 
A Can calm the breaſt where love would dwell? 
Bid her diveſt her elegant mind, 
Of taſte all perfect, ſenſe refin'd ; 
Of fancy, which, in many a feat, 
Decks what already ſeems compleat : 
O bid her do all this, and prove, 
If yet her ſwain can ceaſe to love, 


Not while the melody of ſong, 

Wafts light the dulcet notes along ; 

Not while hei eye to my fond heart, 
Can ſpeech more eloquent impart: 

Not while her lips with ſofter ſkill, 
Breathes out ſuperior muſic till ; 

O ceaſe to ſpeak, to look, to move, 

And then your ſwain may ceaſe to love. 


G SONG. 


S. 0: M69. 


THE WANDERING LAMB. 


Sung by Mr. Incleden. 


N anxious mother ſearch'd in vain, 
To find her darling infant lamb, 
Which playſul ſtray'd from off the plain, 
So loſt its way, ſo leſt its dam: 
The bleating mother's rending cries, 
Soon reach'd the paſſing trav'ller's ear, 
Each bleating ſound was fill'd with fighs, 
Affection dropt {ſweet nature's tear. 


Hard cruel fate! moſt ſad to tell, 
The ſnow fell faſt, the cold ſevere, 
When, near a diſmal dreary dell, 
The little wand'rer periſh'd there! 
There on a bank of feather'd ſnow, 
The hapleſs victim ſunk to reſt ; 
Death kindly gave a gentle blow, 


And $11'd with care the mother's breaſt, 


—— 
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S 0 N WG 
THE PRESS-GANG YORC'D MY LOVE To GO. 
Sung by Mrs, Mowua:n. 


N Tay's ſweet banks the lintwhite ſings ſo cheerily 
Sweetly blooms the violet and gowam in the 
grove, 
The lambs on the meads they {port and play ſo merrily, 
And each ſhepherd here at c'en is fain to meet his 
love : 
*Twas here my Sandy firſt I knew, 
| "Twas here into his arms I flew, 
| The youth was comely kind and true, 
Ah me! one luckleſs day, 
The preſs- gang forc'd my love to go, 
To fight againſt my country's foe, 
And left me here quite ſunk in woe, 
For Sandy far away. 


On Tay's ſweet banks they tore my laddie from me, 
O ſair did I weep when Sandy cry'd adieu; 
In vain the ſhepherds try to heap their favors on me, 
In vain the laſſes ſeek ſweet flow'rs to bulk my 
bonnie brow : 
But ſhould the youth return again, 
"T would eaſe my aching heart frae pain, 
Then pleas'd I'd liſten to his ſtrain 
A' the live long day: 
My bleſſing aye attend my love, 
Make him your care ye pow'rs above, 
For weel I ken he'll conſtant prove, 
NG. „ My Sandy far away. 
G 2 SONG, 
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s © N 6.8 


THE JEW. 


AM a Jew of Duke's-Place fame; 
Old cloaths and ſkins I deals in; 

To cheat the chriſtians is my aim, 
For cheating is not ſtealing : 

Thro' ev'ry ſtreet about the town, 
My voice is known full well, 

For I each day walk up and down, 
And cry old cloaths to ſell. 


Halloo, Smouch ;—Who calls?-—What will you give 
for theſe new ſattin breeckes, and two handſome 
coats? Let's look, why all the wool's off, and I can 
ſee you ſtole them, ſo I ſhall tell your maſter un- 
leſs you let me have them cheap. Well, what will 
you give for them, you raſcal? No, not a raſcal, 
I will give you five ſhillings for them. 


"Tis thus I trick each roguiſh wag, 
For it is right you know, 
To make a penny of a rag, 


By crying Clo ſell, Clo. 


I buys the money counterfeit, 
Gives two-pence for a ſhilling, 
uickiiliver ſoon makes twelve of it, 
Juſt rubb'd around the milling ; 
At 


3 
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At night, when all bad faces pals, 
No difi rence vou can tell, 

I then gets rid of ail my brals, 
And cries old cloths to lel! : 


Any bad ſhillin?, hare- ſcins or rabbit-ſkins, any phiols 
or broken flint giiſs, a nice tecord-hand cloak. 
ma'ain, very cheap, only fiſteen ſhillings, O. tis 
too much, I will only give fax thillings, Well, 
take it then ma'am. 


] always aſks 2 good high price, 
Tho' I abate, or fo, 

I gets my cent. per cent. ſo nice, 
By crying Clo lel!, Clo, 


S O N G.* 
WHEN FIRST 1 SAW THE GRACEFUL MOVE, 


HEN firſt I ſaw the graceful move, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbbing breaſt ? 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love ? 
If love thou art—then farewell reſt, 


Since doom'd I am to love thee, fair, 
Tho' hopeleſs of a warm return, 

Yet bill me not with cold deſpair, 
But let me live and let me burn, 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did farſt create; 
And tho' you cannot love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 


G23 SONG. 
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830 84 
THE FAIR CF efrAiN's 1611. 


Seng &y Mr. Taylor. 


F fi the glaſs, to beauty charge, 
Ard banith care from every breaſt; 
In brilk champaigre we'll quick diſcharge 
A touſft ſhall give the wine a zeſt; 
With rapturous love the ſoul delight, 
And make cen miſery ſmile, 
Tie nation's crnament mcſt bright, 
The Fair of Britain's Ile. 


The boaſked beauties they ſurpaſs, 
Of France, of Italy, of Spain; 
More nobly rank'd in virtue's claſs, 
The world's applauſe they juſtly gain : 
Circiha's dames no more ſhall boaſt, 
Their once all-conqu'ring ſmile, 
Thro' kingdoms this the future toaſt — 
The Fair of Britain's Ile, 


Then join with me ye gen'rous youth, 
Whoſe breaſts with noble paſſion burn, 
Plead with fincerity and truth, 
Nor doubt you'll meet a juſt return: 


; Do vou deſerve, and they'll reward, 
| With faſcinating ſmile: ; 
8 Then love and honor ever guard, \ 


The fair ct Britain's Ifle, 
SONG, 
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S.O N G:+ 
WE SHALL EE MARRIED TO-MORROW, 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


OUNG Will. of the green is the lad to my mind, 
For tho' he is apt to be teazing, 
Not a ſwain in the village, tho' gentle and kind, 
Talks of love in a manner fo pleaſing: 
Laſt night as I rov'd on the banks of the Dee, 
To be fure my fond lover muſt follow — 
He forc'd a fond kiſs, and a promiſe from me, 
That we ſhould be n.arried to-morrow, 


J fain would have anſwer'd indeed its too ſoon, 
But the lad was fo fond and endearing, 

I could not refuſe him fo ſimple a boon, 
When all that he crav'd was a hearing ; 

My hand he fo prefs'd, that I could not ſay no, 
Or give the fond youth anv forrow, 

I heard him with patience determine it fo, 
And we ſhall be married to-morrow, 


In the morning the bells will merrily ring, 
My heart with the thought is delighted, 
Nor e'er will I envy a queen or a king, 
When I and my love are united: 
Our lives ſhall be ſpent without murmur or ill, 
Nor e'er knw of trouble or ſorrow, 
And then he (hall kils me as oft' as he will, 
For we {hall be married to-morrow, 


G 4 SONG. 
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S O N G4 


THEN I FLY TO MEET MY LOVE... 
Sung by Maſter Welſh, 


HEN the bee, at eve, repoſes, 
On a bed of fragrant roſes; 

When the ſcreech owl wings its flight, 
At the wiſh'd approach of night: 
When ſweet Pf, mela's ſtrains, 
Firſt ſalutes the darken'd plains; 
Then I ſeek the willow grove, 
Then I fly to meet my love. 


** 


When the ploughman's homeward ſtraying, 
And the chirping cricket's playing; 

When the hornet (fatal bee) 

Tarries in the hollow tree; 

When the bat, with beetle eyes, 

Round the ſpiry turret flies ; 

Then I ſeek the willow grove, 

Then I fly to meet my love. 


When the light of day's departing, 
And her beams bright Luna's darting ; 
When the raven journies home, 

And the heifer ceaſe to roam : 

When the merry pipe and tabor 
Calls the ruſtic ſwain from labor, 
Then I ſeek the willow grove, 

Then I fly to meet my love. 


SONG, 
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S ON G+ 


THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTAIN, 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


HREE lovers I boaſt that are handſome and ſmart 
And each in his turn has laid fiege to my heart; 
But when I give up to ſo bold a requeſt, 
It muſt be to him that my fancy likes beſt: 
Now one is a fop that dotes on himſelf, 
And the other, tho” pleaſing, is fond of his pelf, 
But he that's moſt loving, courageous, and free, 
Is the young Iriſh Captain, the huſband for me. 
With a rub a dub, row de dow, rub a dub, 
Row de dow, O the dear creature, 


My mother now, mind, intercedes for the fop, 
And my father for money at nothing will ſtop ;. 

So one is for this, and the other for that, 

But neither my ſoldier will deign to look at: 

And this is the reaſon—his fortune is mall, 

Or indeed, to ſpeak pla iner, he has none at all; 

But fo ſweetly he pleads, and fo loving is he, 

That the young Iriſh Captain's the huſband for me. 
With his rub a dub, &c. 


When he whiſper'd, dear lad, t'other day in my ear, 
Let us haſte to the church and get married my dear, 
O, he look d in my face, and he fo preſs d my hand, 
That I could not his tender entreaties withſtand : 

G 5 Fur 


— * ; * 
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For the bold in of Mars ſo well actei his part, 

IJ hat he turc'd me, I own, to ſurrender wy heart, 
So now where he marches I'm likely to be, 

For the young Iriſh Captain's the huſband for me. 
With his rub a dub, &c. 


SS UN: ©; 


THE THRIFTY WII E. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


AM a cheerful ſellow, altho* a married man, 
And in this age of folly purſue a ſaving plan; 
Tho' wives are thought expenſive, yet who can live 

alone? 
Then fince they are dear creatures, 'tis beſt to have 
but one; 
My choice diſcovers clearly my prudence and my taſte 
I've a very little wiſe, with a very little wo iſt. 


Marriage is a draught for better or ſor worſe, 

And wiſe is he who can prevent the draſts upon his 
purſe ; 

But evils are much leſſen'd, when wives are well in- 
clin'd, 

For tho” they come acroſs us, they ſhape them to our 
mind ; 

If matters are well manag'd, no need to be Araight 
lac'd, 

Yeu may with little danger increaſe the little wo. 

Tho' 


ve 


te 
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And ſuch, I exclaim'd, is the pityleſs part, 
Some act by the delicate mind; 


Regardleſs of wringing and breaking the heart, 


Already to ſorrow conſign'd! 
This delicate roſe had I thaken it leſs 


Might have bloom'd with the owner awhile : 
Thus, the tear that is wip'd with a little addreſs, 


May be follow'd perhaps with a ſmile. 


K 


THE LAMP OF norte. 
Sung Ay Mr. Jolnſtone. 
HE lamp of hope, by rays of light, 


From thy dear eyes was fed, Mary; 


Sa4 hours are come, aud ſhades of night, 
And even hope is fied, Mary: 

The ſun to all tke world but me, 
Will give another dawn Mary; 

My only light kind looks from thee, 
Forever they're withdrawn, Mary. 


I love thee much, and for thy ſake 
] ne'er will love again, Mary; 
If ever yet a heart did break, 


Thou'ſt rent this heart in twain, Mary; 


In wild deſpair F'll fly to fame, 
And derth for thee deſy Mary; 

V hen I'm no more, thy true love's name 
May win from thee a ſigh, Mary. 


3 
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S U N. 


THE COTTAGE OF CONTENT, 


Sung by Mr. Collins. 


Na cottage I live, and the cot of content, 
As its roof's neither lofty nor low, 

May boaſt that tis bleſt like a patriarch's tent, 
With all the kind gods can beſtow : 

"Tis a ſtation that vields me a {| ring of delight, 
Which lordlings may envy to lee; 

And a King might behold it, and ſay, does this wight 

A bleſſing poſſeſs more than me. 


My tenement ſtands on the brow of a hill, 

Where cn mam mon and pride I look down; 
While the cuckoo”: note join'd with the clack of the mall 
I prefer to the c ck of the town: 

Of my houſe I'm the ſov'reign, my wife is my queen, 

And ſhe rules while ſhe ſeeks to obey ; 

Thus ti autumn of life like the ſpring-tide ſerene, 
Make: November as cheerful as Muay. 


I lye dowr with the lamb, and I riſe with the lark, 
Health, :-rits, and vigour to ſhare, 

For I feel cu my pillow no thorns in the dark, 
Which the deeds of the day planted there: 

And tho” bi zuts each night, to elude heav'ns wrath, 
| To their joints and their wooden gods pray; 
Superſtition 4 court not ſor daggers of lath, 

In my ſleeꝑ to drive demons away. 


Yet 
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Yet let not the egotiſt boaſt of his bliſs, 


Nor to ſelf be life's comforts confin'd, 
As he certainly merits all bleſſings to miſs, 
Who has no ſocial impulſe of mind. 

For my frien'l I've a board, a bottle and bed, 
And more welcome that friend if he's poor; 
Nor ſhall he who looks up for a lice of my bread, 

Tho' a ſtranger, be ſhut from my door, 


No ſervant I ſtint, nor put key on my cock, 
To ſave a poor horn of ſmall beer; 

Nor buttery, nor pantry diſgrac'd with a lock, 
Shall proclaim that old gripe-all ſtarves here: 

For the miſer on bolts and on bars may depend, 
To keep thieves and robbers at bay: 

But domeſtic attachment my houſe ſhall defend, 
From free-booters by night and by day. 


S O N G.® 


THE MUTUAL VOWS, 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


HE mutual vows fand lovers make, 
Whom harſh compulſion parts, 
Nor time nor abſence e'er can ſhake, 
Or banith from their hearts : 
The ſacred record of each name, 


Is faithfully preſerv d the fame. 
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The waſted by each fickle wind, 
By ſtorms and tempeſts caught, 
'Tne tablet of each conſtant mind, 
Still with love's comments fraught, 
The ſacred record of each name, 
Is faitbfully preſerv'd the ſame, 


K 


THE HUNTSMAN'S RHAPSODY, 


Sung by Mr. Gray. 


F horſes and hounds who ſcud ſwift o'er the plain, 
Praiſe has oft” wing'd its notes to the ſky ; 
While echoing horns have repeated the ſtrain, 
And join'd in the huntſman's full cry : 
My voice I'll attune, then the chace grace my ſong, 
For nought can compare to its joys ; 
O'er mountain, thro” valley we ſpank it along, 
Tantivy, tantivy, bark forward my boys. 


"Tis exerciſe ever gives health its warm glow, 
And yields to refreſhment a zeſt ; 
How ſweetly to friendſhip the bottle will flow, 


When return'd, plenty welcomes each gueſt. 
My voice, &c. 


Our hounds truly train'd, are of excellent breed, 
Brother ſportſmen I'm your's while I've breath; 
Our horſes are ne'er to be equall'd in ſpeed, 


And we always are in at the death. 
My voice, &c, 


From 
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From the ſhades could old Nimrod, that hunter of ctd, 
Be permitted to view our domain, 

Our horſes, our hounds, and our huntſmen ſo bold, 
He'd wiſh to paſs life o'er again. 

My voice, &c. 


S O N 6. 


AH! WELL-A-DAYs 


N life's deluſive gilded morn, 

* When reaſon juſt began to dawn, 

We The farſt ſoft accents I muſt ſay, 

| In thoſe bleſt hours, were well-a-day !* 
The fading flow'r, the drowning fly, 
With pity's'tear would fill my eye, 

Sy Throw gloom acroſs my ſportive way, 
While ſoft I liſp'd, Ah! well-a-day.” 


My Jittle heart not long at eaſe, 

Soon felt Philander's pow'r to pleaſe ; 
And love, amid the jocund lay, 
Would often prompt, Ah! well-a-day ” 
But falſe and faithleſs prov'd the ſwain, 
He leſt me for the love of gain : 

Alone and helpleſs now I ſtray, 

And ſigh out life with well-a-day.” 


6240) 


3 
THE HEIRESS STOLE AWAY. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


\ \ EO hunt after fortune attend, 
And yon who make beauty your game; 
To me voir attention pray lend, 
Fm a leireſs of fortune and fame: 
An heireſs! hark forward!” they cry, 
Purſu'd by the young and the old; 
Over hedges and ditches they fly, 
To come within view of the gold: 
While I, like the poor timid hare, 
When ſhe firſt hears the horn's diſtant lay, 
Start, double, and run without care, 
Stole away! they all cry, ſtole away! 


An Iriſh young hunter gave chace, 

O dear — but he'd make me his wife; 

Or 'twould be, when dead, my ſad cate, 
To lead little apes all my life: 

Ah heireſs! hark forward” his cry, 
No danger his love {ſhould diſmay, 

Aſter breaking his neck, he would try 
To hunt me to death his own way: 

When I, like the poor timid hare, 
When ſhe firſt hears the horn's diſtant lay, 

Start, double, and run without care, 


Stole away! they all cry, ſtole away. 


But 


) 


But I've a young man in my eye, 
Not you, Sir, no, no, Sir, nor you; 
On him I may ſafely rely. 
He keeps me at all times in view: 
* An heireſs! hark forward!” they cry 
Yet that had not power to charm ; 
"Twas love, I'll not ſtrive to deny, 
A love that was gen'rous and warm: 
Til with him, like the poor timid hare, 
When ſhe firſt hears the horn's diſtant lay, 
Start, double, and run without fear, 
Stole a vay! they all cry, * ſtole away.“ 
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S O N G.® 


A GLASS IS GOOD, 


Sung by Mr. Munden. 


GLASS 1s good, and a laſs is good, 
And a pipe is good in cold weather; 

The world is good, and the people a e good, 

An1 we're all 2 3 d fellows tugether : 
A bottle it is a very god thing, 

With a goed deal of good wine in it, 
A iurg is gend when a body can ſing, 

Ard to hnith we muſt begin it, 

A als i 18 gud, &c. 


A friend is gocd when vou're out of good luck, 
For that is the time to tre him; 

For Jultice, good the haunch of a buck, 
Wich ſuch a good preſent you buy him: 


A 


* 
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A fine old woman is good when ſhe's dead, 
A rogue very good for god hanging; 
A fool is good by the noſe to be led, 
My god ſong deſerves a good banging. 
For a glals is good, &c. 


1 


SWEET XYMPH THO' FAR REMOV'D. 


WEET nymph, tho' far remov'd, I ſtart 
At ev'ry wind that ſhakes the tree; 
And tho' I bear a hopeleſs heart, 
I ſudden turn and think it thee, 


To bid thine image not appear, 
To loſe thy ſmile in vain I try, 
For love ſtill lives in ev'ry tear, 


And breathes thy name in ev'ry ſigh. 


Dear nymph, then haſten to our groves, 
And happy make the rural plain, 
For lo! with thee will come the loves, 


And all the pleaſures join thy train. 
—— — —— — 


SONG. 


8 O N G. 


ro THEE, On! GENTLE SLEEP, 


Sung in Tamerlane. 


thee, Oh! gentle ſleep alone 
Is owing all our peace; 
By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our ſorrows ceaſe. 


The nymph whoſe hand by fraud, or force, 
Some tyrant has poſleſs'd, 

By thee obtaining a divorce, 
In her own choice is bleſt. 


Oh! ſtay, Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly: weeping fair, f 
Conjures thee not to loſe in day þ 
The object of her care: * 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe ſought, ' 
That motion chac'd her fleep :— ; 

Thus, by ourſelves are oft'neſt wrought 1 
The grieſs for which we weep. : 


* 2 
0 
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S O N G.* 
TANTIVY, MY BOYS, TANTIVY. 


Sung by Mrs. Leaver. 


E dull ſleeping mortals of ev'ry degree, 
Y Awake at the ſound of my ſong ; 
Ye ſluggards ariſe and to hunting with me, 
Tantivy I'll lead you along, 
O'er mountains and vallies, o der woodlands and dales, 
And ſoreſts impervious to ſight, 
T'll lead, if my argument with you prevails, 
III leave you brave boys to delight, 
Tantivy, brave boys, &c. 


Hygea I'm cali'd by the faces of old, 
The goddeis preſiding o'er health; 

Then venture, like heroes, with me, and be bold, 
Tantivy you'll add to your wealth: 

For riches, believe me's, a bubble at beſt, 
If health ſnould forget to attend; 

Then haſte, my brave boys, in purſuit of the gueſt, 
And ſhe will your wilhes befriend 

Tautivy, my boys, &c. 


In ccurts ar in cities its not to be found, 
Where folly has nx'd her retrcat, 
But haften with me o'er the green mantled ground, 
Tantivy tantivy repeat: 
The ruddy comp'exion that er imſons the face, 
The clegint g:ow on the cheek, 
Far ſweeter than riches are found by the chace, 
And theſe are the pieaſures we ſeck. 
Tantivy, my boys, &c. 
SONG, 
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S O N G. 


ROSY WINE IS THE KEY. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


OSY wine is the key that will open the heart, 
And the breaſt will be true, will be true that it 
mellows ; 

When drunk we deſpiſe all baſe falſhood and art, 
For in liquor, in liquor, we're all honeſt fellows : | 
Then quickly paſs the gingling glaſs, 
Ding dong, ding dong, till we are all mellow; 

Let every man do all he can, 

To be an honeſt fellow. 
| 
[ 


The lawyer ſo grave for his client will plead, 
And with unbluſhing front againſt equity bellows, 
'The key once apply'd, owns he doubly was feed; 
For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. 
Then quickly paſs, &c. 


The lover who vows for his fair-one he dies, 
When wine, roſy wine, his boſom once mellows, 
Will own that her gold is more bright than her eyes — 
For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. 
Then quickly paſs, &c. | 


Then if liquor can baniſh all art and deceit, 
And the heart will be true that it mellows ; 
Let us toſs off large bumpers whenever we meet, 
For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. 
Thea quickly paſs, &c. 
; H SONG, 


. 
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S O N 6.“ 


AR! WELL-A-DAY POOR ANNA, 
Sung by Maſter Walſþ. 


AIR Anna lov'd a ruſtic boy, 
And William was the ſhepherd's name; 
In him was center'd all her joy, 
For her he glow'd with equal flame: 
His cruel father knew he lov'd, 
And forc'd him o'er the ſeas away ; 
Alone and fad poor Anna rov'd, 
And thus ſung out-—ah! well- a-day: 
Ah! well-a-day, well a-day, well-a-day, ah! well-a-day,' 
Sigh, ſond heart, ſigh, fond heart, ſigh, fond heart, but 
do not break, 
Deep in love. deep in love, deep in love, but dare not 


ſpeak. 


A wealthy neighbour woo'd the maid, 
His gold the fordid mother won; 
The gentle Anna thus betray'd, 
Was forc'd to church and was undone: 
Returning back ſhe met her love, 
„Ah! William, dear! the fondly cry'd, 
May you a happier fortune prove!' 
She preſs'd his hand—ſhe figh'd, and dy'd. 
Ah! well-a-day, well-a day, well-a- day, ah! well-a-day, 
Gentle hearts, gentle hearts, gentle hearts too ſoon will 
brezk, 
Deep in love, deep in love, deep in love, but dare not 


ſpeak. 
SONG, 
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| S O N G.* 


HAL, THE WOODMAN. 


TAY, trav'ller, tarry here to night, 

The rain yet beats, the wind is loud, 

Ihe moon has too withdrawn her light, 
And gone to ſleep behind a eloud. 


6 


Lis ſeven long miles acroſs the moor, 
And ſhould you chance to go aſtray, 

You | meet, I fear, no friendly door, 
Noi foul to tell the ready way. 


Come, deareſt Kate, our meal prepare, 
This ſtranger ſhall pariake our beſt; 
A cake and raſher be his fare, 
With ale that makes the weary b ſt. 


Approach the hearth, there take a place, 
And 'till the hour of reſt draws nigh, 
Of Robinhood and chevy chace 
We'll fing—then to our palates hie. 
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—— 


S ON G. 


SOFT is THE ZEPHYR, 


OFT is the zephvr's breezy wing, 
And balmy is the breath of ſpring, 

When o'er the ſilent dewy vale 

Its variegated ſweets exhale; 

Stolen from the freſhen'a flow'r, 

Gliſt'ning with an ev'ning ſhow'r ; 

From the violet's nectar'd dew, 

And the roſe of purple hue. 


S100; 1.” 


HEY DOWN DERRY, 


HRO' France, thro' all the German regions, d 
I've rang'd rare objects to diſcover ; 
Seen pretty women in ſuch legions, 
I thought mvſclf return'd to Dover: 

Briſk muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way, 

For no tune's dull that once was merry, 

With him that loves the hey down derry. 


The Spaniſh belle I've ſerenaded, 

And many a night with the ſweet guitar, 
Beneath the lattice grate paraded, 
Now tiukle tinkle, then gargan lara: 


"'T'was 


When year on year rolls o'er her head, 
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She till will pleaſe my fancy, 
As when to church I fondly led, 
My pretty little Nancy : 
Then let us wed as love invites, 
For this I've often told her, 
"Tis love alone can give delight, 
M hen we are both grown older. 


S 0 N . 
THE TRUE HONEST HEART. 
Sung by Mr. Taylor. | 


N this chaos of new-fangled modes that we live, * 
My ſentiments boldly and bravely I'll give, 
I'll do unto mortals of ev'ry degree, 
As I wiſh unto others their conduct {hould be; 
The beſt of all maxims, | think, for my part, 
Is my grandmother's mode a true honelt heart. 


My neighbour I love as myſelf, I proteſt, 
If the ſame ſort of ſriendlhip I find in his breaſt ; 

I rev'rence the laws and our ſov'reign reſpect, 

He ne'er aims to ſubvert what ke's bound to protect; 
May heaven protect him, and fight on his part, 
For I firmly believe he's a true honeſt heart. 
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Now fill up your glaſſes, let each quit his ſeat, 

Let your brows be uncovered, ſtand firm on your feet, 
Take your glaſſes in hand, place them right to your lip, 
On pain of a bumper, let none dare to lip, 

My ſentiments known then you all may depart— 


May diſtreſs never find out the true honeſt heart. 


S O N G. 


LISTEN TO THE VOICE OF LOVE, 
Sung by Maſter Welk. 


Liſten, liſten tc the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove, 
The primroſe ſweet bedecks the field, 
The taneful birds invite to rove, 
To fofter j ys let ſplendor yield, 
O liſten, liſten to the voice of love. 


Where flow'rs their blooming ſweets exhale, 
My Daphne let us fondly ſtray, 

Where whis'pring love breaths forth his tale, 
And ſhepherds fing thei: artleſs lay; 

O liſten, liſten to the voice of love, 

He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


Come ſhare with me the ſweets of ſpring, 
And leave the town's tumultuous noiſe; 
The happy ſwains all cheerful ſing, 
And echo till repeats their joys: 
Then liſten, liſten to the voice ot love, 


He calls my Daphne to the grove, 
| 3 SONG. 
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S O N G. 


HOW OFT” WHEN COOLING ZEPHYRS PLAY. 


Sung by Miſs De Camp. 


OW oſt' when cooling zephyrs play, 
On Loddon's fertile ſide, 

I with my love have paſs'd the day, 

He aſk'd me for his bride: 
O, the tongue, the babbling tongue, 

That did my heart betray — 
Ee preſs'd, I bluſh'd, he wept, I figh” . 

And look'd my heart away. 


But men our eaſy love diſdain, 
And real bleſſings mis, 
No longer pleas'd but while we feign, 
To check the offer d kits: 
O, the pang, the killing pang, 
When ſlighted maids complain; 
Should Edmund ſpurn lis Jane and bliſs, 
"T would rend my heart in twain. 


SONG. 
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S O N G. 
KATE OF DOVER, 
Sun by Mr. Dignum. 


ED FLINT was lov'd by all the ſhip, 
Was tender hearted, bold, and true, 
He'd work his way, or drink his flip, 
With e'er a ſcaman in the crew: 
Tho' Ned had fac'd his country's foe, 
And twice had fail'd the world all over, 
Had ſeen his meſſmates oft* laid low, 
Yet would he ligh for Kate of Dover. 


Fair was the morn when on the ſhore, 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave; 
Savs he, my love, your grief give over, 
For Ned can ne'er his Kate deceive : 
Let fortune ſmile, or let her frown, 
To you I ne'er will prove a rover, 
All cares in gen'rous flip I'll drown, 
And ſtill be true to Kate of Dover. 


The tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu, 
To brave all dangers on the main, 
When lo! a fail appear'd in view, 
And Ned with many a tar was ſlain: 
Thus death, who lays each hero low, 
Robb'd Kitty of her faithful lover ; 
The tars oft' tel! the tale of woe, 
And cave a ſigh for Kate of Dover, 


SONG. 
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S O N. 


NOTHING BUT WPITE, 


HO my mother and aunt will jeer and will taunt, 
And ſay that my conduct's too free; 
They may cenſure and rail, yet they'll never prevail, 
It has no effect upon me: | 
While time's on the wing I will laugh and will ſing. 
Youth's the ſeaſon for mirth and delight; 
They have each had their day, have been merry and 


gay, 
So all chat they ſay is mere ſpite. 


Like the birds in the grove, who chirrup fond love, 
And ſweetly falute ev'ry ear; 
I will join in the lay, or like lambkins will play, , 
And with rapture each moment will cheer : 
Young Colin he ſues, I can h-rdly refuſe, 
He's ſo pleaſing from morning to night; 
Aunt ſays he's a cheat, all his courtſhip's deceit, 
Yet I know all ſhe ſays is but ſpite. 


Yet with prudence in mind no harm I ſhall find, 
And 1 always will be on my guard; 
Not all of his art ſhall vex my gay heart, 
And to break it he'll find is too hard: EE. 
Should he promiſe with truth he will wed, the dear 
youth 
[ certainly never could ſlight ; 


IL cannot deny, but moſt ſurely comply, 


To refuſe would be nothing but ſpite, 
I 


SONG, 
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ON THE DEATH OF CAPTAIN FAULKNER, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


HE war-like genius of this ſea-girt iſle, 
| Mighty Britannia hung her drooping head ; 
palid face no longer ſeen to ſmile, 
e mourn'd a hero loſt, her Faulkner dead: 
Upon a craggy rock that verg'd the main, 
Penſive ſhe fat, with forrow ſore oppreſs'd, 


„ * 


Her eyes dropt torrents for her fav'rite ſlain, 
While anxious bodings fill her throbbing breaſt, 


The wat'ry god, great Neptune, from afar, 
On Amphitrites boſom where he lay, 
Commands his tritons to prepare his car, 
The nereids to attend — they quick obey : 
His bounding courſers ſtem the azure tide, 
To where Britannia ſat their way they take, 
The god with Amphitrite by his fade, 
Commands their pauſe, and thus conſoling ſpake. 


« Grieve not, Britannia, for thy Faulkner's fate, 
Nor vainlv with thy tears his loſs bewail; 
His death a Briton's envy might create, 
Who bravely for his King and Country fell; 
* Rouſe then, Britannia, proudly re aſſume 
* Thine ancient glories, nor thy daring ceaſe, | 
Till vict'ry fitting on thy radiant plume, 
Shall guide thee ſafe to happineſs and peace. | 


3 SONG. 
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THE SMIPWRECK'D BOY. 


AS near a rock, within a bay, 
Where many a ſhatter'd veſſel rides, 
An ample cottage ſhelter'd lay, 
Which overlook'd the ebbing tide— 
Its calm inhabitants would view 
The ocean ling with the ſky, 
Whene'er the northern tempeſts blew, 
Or when each wave ran mountain high. 


Once, at the cloſing of a day, 
When angry Boreas in his rage 
Had clear'd the dark'ning clouds away, 
That caus'd a thunder war to wage, = 
A ſhipwreck'sd ſea-boy, pale and ſpent, | 
With —_— the threat'ning waves, 
Strait to — cottage went, 
2 low, for ſuccour craves. 


He told his tale with feeble voice, 
For he'd 2 heart that could not feign ; 
The liſt'ning hearers all rejoice, 
That he was fafe on land again: 
The parents and the children ſtrove 
Who now ſhould firſt his wants ſupply, 
While pity caus'd each heart to move, 
And ſympathy fill'd ev'ry eye. 


I a | The 
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The can was fill'd, the fire was made, 
To cheer and dry the drenched gueſt; 

For es ch brought ſomething to his aid, 
Ard anxiouſly the boy careſs'd : 

At length reviv'd, expreſs'd his mind, ' 
And ſhew'd his gratitude ſo plain; 

Forgot the thunders and the wind, | 
Reſolv'd to try the ſea again. 


THE RELIEF—A DUET, 


Now we've taſted ſome repaſt, 
And the ſtorm is o'er at laſt, 
Let our ſorrows vanquiſh'd be, 
Bury'd in the reſtleſs ſea: 
Merry let us be, 
Underneath the tree, 
Taſting true felicity. 


wp 


D U E T,* 
Sung by Mr. Bannifter and Mrs. Bland. 


INCE * parted, dear girl, were you conſtant and 
true 

Did you neꝰ er forget Sal fince ſhe bade you adieu ? 
No thought but of you could e' er comfort impart, 
And your image has dwelt ever fince in my heart: 
But happy once more in each other—fate ſmiling— 
And peace, love, and plenty, the moments beguiling: \ 
We'll dance and fing fal de ral, lal de ral la, 
While the fiddles ſtrike up, and the village is * 


ww 


C: 293 } 


Each eve, when our villagers all were at reſt, 
Awake, thoughts of thee often tortur d my breaſt ; 
On deck keeping watch, or when chain'd out of view, 
I never, no never, could think of but you. 

But happy, &c. 


* 


Our love has been mutual, our ſuff rings the ſame, 
We aſk not for honors, for grandeur, for fame; 
But our ſnug little cot—for a friend's face it wears, 
Where Providence kindly may bleſs us for years. 


DUE T. 
HARR, THE GODDESS DIANA. 
Sung by Meſſ. Dignum and Page. 


ARK the goddeſs Diana calls out for the chace, 
Bright Phæbus awakens the morn ; 
Rouſe, m_ from your flumbers, to hunting give 
Place, 
The huntſman is winding his horn. 


The hounds are unkennel'd and ripe for the game, 


We ſtart to o'ertake the ſwift hare, | 
All danger we ſcorn, for pleaſure's our aim, 


To the fields then away let's repair. 
1 SONG 
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S ON 6.1 


THE CONVENT BELL. 


Sung by Mr 5. Harriſon. 


HEN waken'd by the Convent bell, 


Art — 's dark and dreary hour, 


I roſe my mournful beads to tell, 

And think of life and love no more: 
In vain I wept—T bluſh to own, 
I dropt the tear for him alone. 


At ſober eve, or twilight grey, 
The ſwelling organ's awful ſound, 
Wou'd warn the veſtal's when to pray, 
While hoty tears bedew'd the ground, 
In vain I wept —I bluſh to own, 
1 dropt the tear, for him alone. 


5 O N 6. 
AH! SEEK TO KNOW. 


H! ſeek to know what place detains 
The object of my care ; 

If yet his breaſt unchang'd remains, 
And I his object ſhare : 

Tell me if e' er he gently ſighs, 
At mention of my name ; 

If e er his tender paſſions riſe, 
His lips the truth proclaim'd. 


SONG. 
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S O N S. 


GSAROLINE OF LITCHFIELD. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. | 


HE village hind with toil had dene, 
And homeward bent his way, 
ile on the wave the ſetting ſun, 
Clos'd the departing day : 
When Caroline of Litchfield ſtrove, 
All ſeemingty to borrow 
The plaintive wailings of the dove, 
To aid awhile her ſorrow. 


As deus diſtiling on the roſe 
In brightneſs oft” appear, 


So Caroline amid her woes 


Seem'd lovelier in a tear; 

Ah me, ſhe cry d, life has no charms, 
For *neath the drooping willow, 
My lover ſleeps in death's cold atms. 

Upon a moiſten d pillow. 


For me he brav'd the dang'rous part, 
And found a wat'ry tomb; 

Can filence reign then in the heart, 
Or gratitude be dumb: 

Ah! no—affeQion's tear ſhall flow, 
Pure as the chryſtal fountain, 

Till death ſhall end this life of woe, 
Which now's beyond ſyrmounting. | 

14 They | 
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Then ſighing with a wiſhful look, 
A looſe to grief ſhe gave, 
And headlong plung'd into the brook, 
There ſunk beneath the wave: | 
The village maids the tale relate, | 
At eve and early morning, 
How love was nipt by adverſe fate, 8 
'Ere ſcarcely it was dawning. 


S O N 6.“ 
Sung in the Carnival of Venice. 


N my pleaſant native plains, 
Wing'd with bliſs the moments flew; 

Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, \ 
Simple as the joys I knew; 

Jocund morn and evening gay 


Claim'd the merry Roundelay, 


Fields. and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that health and joy impart; 

Call'd for artleſs mufic's pow'rs, 
Faithful echoes to the heart ! 

Happy hours, for ever gay, 

Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


But the breath of genial ſpring | 

Wak'd the warblers of the grove ; 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you fing, ) 
ö 


Would not join the ſong of love? 
Your ſweet notes and chauntings gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


SONG. 
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S ON 6.“ 


SWEET LAVENDER, 


Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 
OW happy was of late each morn, 
I wak'd to foft repoſe, 
And careleſs tript the verdant lawn, 
Where freſh the hawthorn blows : 
Till love that caus'd the tear to ſtart, 
1 And ſtole contentment's ſweets, 
Now's left me with an aching heart, 
To cry through London ſtreets. 
Four bunches a penny ſweet lavender, 
Four bunches a penny. 


What tho' my cot was humbly poor, 

Calm peace her bleſſing lent, 
And ſmil'd upon my threſhold door, 

With innocent content: 

Till William came, the pride of ſwains, 
And ſtole away its ſweets, 

Which made me leave my native plains, 
To cry thro” London ſtreets, 
Four bunches à penny ſweet Lavender, &c.. 


But glory ful'd his manly breaſt, 
He fled to war's alarms, 
| And left me with a heart oppreſt, 
| Diſrob'd of love's ſoft charms: 
Tꝰo0ꝛ follow him in humble guiſe, 
| I bade adieu the ſweets 
) Of village ſports with ſtreaming eyes, 
i To cry thro' London ſtreets, 
Four bunches a penny ſweet lavender, &c. 
13 Then: 
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Then lovely maidens come and buy, 
They'll ſcatter ſweet perfume, 
For nought with nature's ſtore can vie, 
Or ſhed ſo ſoft a bloom: 
So ſhall my grateful boſom bleſs 
The hand that bounty greets ; 
And aids poor Sue with fond redreſs, 
That cries thro' London ftreets, 
Four bunches a penny ſweet lavender, &e, 


s O N G+ 


POOR ANCHORET, 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


| R Anchoret, a maiden fair, 
Whoſe worth might virtue's ſelf adors, 

Long lov'd a tar, of merit rare, 

All nobly brave, but fortune's ſcorn: 
For him ſhe'd heave the penſive ſigh, 

While ſorrow mark'd, with regret, 
The tear that flow'd from either eye, 

Adown the cheek of Anchoret. 


Ah me! ſhe cry'd, ſtern fate has borne 
My true love diſtant far from me; 
What fears await his wiſh'd return, 
Safe from the dangers of the ſea: 
Since that he's doom'd alas ! to rove, 
My cares awhile I'd fain forget, 
But abſence doth moſt firmly prove, 
The love fincere of Anchoret. 


Now 


1 


* 
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Naw ev'ning clos'd the ſultry day, 
Which check'd awhile the rifing tigh; 
For calm repoſe ſoft wip'd away 
The pearly tear from off her eye: 
Thus ſlumber bade meek ſorrow ceaſe, 
And ev'ry timid fear forget, 
Till morn aw3k'd her from calm peace, 
And fill'd with care poor Anchoret. 


But joy at length her wiſhes crown'd, 
For ſafe return'd her love from ſea ; 
In him all conſtancy ſhe found, 
For he was ever kind and free: 
Thus heav'n rewarded love ſincere, 
And bade her ev'ry care forget, 
Who meek beheld her in a tear, 
And wip'd it from poor Anchoret. 


, S O N G. 


PATT'S OATH AT HIGHGATE, 


OW driving thro” Highgate 1 ſtopp'd a good 
while in't, 

This volunt'ry oath forc'd to take there my dear ; 
But when that I ſwore I pray'd all to be ſilent, 

And nothing but ſilence O faith could you hear: 
What numbers were gather'd all alone, Sir, ſo gaily, 
The landlord took care of my little Shillelagh, 
While I call'd for drink as I always do daily, 

O a duck loves to ſwim, faith and troth, do you ſee. 


I6 Before 
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Before now I ſpoke, why I ſaid to my friend, Sir, 
Take hold of that tankard and give it to me, 
For'ere | begin I muſt make a good end, Sir, 
And faith ſure enough I the bottom did ſee: 
Now all on the top of the coach took their places, 
While thoſe that were infide put outſide their faces, 
And our number divided together increaſes, 
For the ſake of Pat's oath faith and troth do you ſee 


I ſwear when I've beer that I'll never drink water, 
Except the weak ſtuff is quite ſtrong in a bowl; 

ul never court mother before her ſweet daughter, 
But when its behind her I kiſs the young ſoul: 

To let a jug ſtand going round I neer will, Sir, 

And when we are empty after drinking our fill, Sir, 

F'il get up and move that we all ſhall fit ſtill, Sir, 
Oh as Patrick's my judge, faith and troth, do you 

lee. 


When ſerious I never will joke I declare, Sir, 

Nor ever be backward to any one's face ; 
And when that behind me I ſee a ſweet fair, Sir, 

O faith I walk on and give her the fi- ſt place: 
And when in the dark I perceive a ſweet creature, 
Turn'd out in the ſtreets, and, by fortune's ill nature, 
In plentiful want, Sir, O faith I will teach her, 

That Pat has a heart faith and troth do you fee. 


But to make ſhort my oath I muſt add, tho I'm mar- 
ried, 
My friends in diſtreſs | will never ſorſake, 
Tho' ferc'd my own ſelf all the way to be carried, 
I'd walk fifty miles the wretch happy to make: 
ut 
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But if ever I ſee 2 young fellow backbite me, 

Tho' twenty leagues off by the ſun that does light me; 
I never will quit him until he doth hght me, 

And there's a big oath faith and troth do you ſee. . 


S ON 6. 
BEN BLOCK. 


WAS preſs'd while a rowing ſo happy 
No matter, 'twas childiſh to grieve; 
So to droun care with grog I got nappy, 
Yet ſigh'd my ſweet Kitty to leave; 
But what hurt me moſt were thoſe ninnies, 
On whom I had thought to depend, 
For 1 wiſh'd to raife Kate a few guineas, 
But found I had got ne'er a friend. 


When abroad, why I troubled a ſhipmate 
A note to my ſweetheart to write, 
Which in doing he ſomehow a ſlip made, 
His own tale of love did indite! 
So when Lat Batterſea landed, 
(He'd patter'd her fo to his end) 
I learnt he my frigate commanded, 
And found I had got ne'er a friend. 


When again on the ſalt ſeas in motion, 
The ill-humour'd winds loudly roar, 

And friendſhip I tound on the ocean, 
As {cant as 1 left it on ſhore: 
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We we're wreck'd—but my tale little matters, 
While meſſmates to Davy deſcend, 

I eſcap'd but was poor, all in tatters, 
And found I had got ne er a friend. 


Yet ſtill to all fear was I ſtranger, 
In battle (where death tips the grin) 
Was expos'd to the heat of each danger, 
Till a muſket-ball ſplinter'd my fin: 
Well, away to the cock-pit I hobble, 
Where ſo many cuſtomers tend, 
Then the ſurgeon, to ſave further trouble, 
Lopp'd it off, damme, not like a friend. 


But now ev'ry comfort's imparted, 
I find, laid in Greenwich ſnug dock, 
My meſſmates are true, honeſt heorted, 
And each wiſhes well to Ben Block : 
The rear of my life glides on cheerly, 
In a calm here my moments I'll end, 
I have fought for my King late and early, 
And, bleſs him, the King is my friend. 


S O N G.* 


SEE THE DAWN HOW IT RISES, 


F EE the dawn how it riſes in golden array, 

F While the horn ſounds the ſummons to join in 
\ | the chace ; 

\ Hark ! the dogs with the voices now welcome the day, 
N When tor ſport and true concord we hunters em- 
) | brace : 

The 


| 
| 
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The hounds are abroad, ſee the breaking of day, 
From the cover unkennel the fox : 

' Attend to the cry—hark away, hark away, 

We'll bound over mountains and rocks. 


While we ſweep oer the dale, or the mountain aſcend, 
Or thro' rapid rivers our ſteeds boldly guide; 
No danger we fear that can hunting attend, 


For courage was ne'er to a huntſman deny'd. 
The hounds are abroad, &c. 


Then leave for awhile the ſoft arms of your fair, 
See Aurora, to tempt you, has nature diſplay'd ; 
The ſports of Diana the morning muſt ſhare, 
Then to friendſhip and love let due tribute be paid, 
The hounds are abroad, &c. 


S O N G.* 
THE MARKET 148. 


O' my dad I muſt own is but poor, 
His cot can each comfort ſupply ; 
The vine tendril curls round his door, 
And ſtreamlets meander anigh: 
Health reigns and rewards daily toil, 
I riſe at the lark's early ſong, 
And meeting my ſwain at the ſtile, 
To market I trip it along. 


Sweet ſcented as bloſſoms in May, 
Butter- prints my neat baſket o'erſpread, 
Milk-white chickens, cream-cheeſe I diſplay, 
And I'll vouch ev'ry egg is new-laid : 
To partake in my health-earning toil, 
My ſwain holds it ne'er can be wong ; 
Bears the weight of my load with a ſmile, 
As to market we trip it along, 
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Arriv'd, ſoon I purchaſ:rs view, 


Sell my ſtock very oft' in a trice, 
Reap the produce to induſtry due, 

But ne'er charve above market price: 
Returning the way t beguile, 

With > tale, or a joke, or a ſong, 
Snatch a warm parting kiſs at the ſtile, 

To our cot then I trip it along. 


S O N 6.“ 
THE ARMY AND NAVY OF BRITAIN FOR EVER, 


ET failors and ſoldiers unite in this cauſe, 
Bound together by honor and lovalty's band: 
Both fight for O14 England, and cheriſh er cauſe, 
And give to the King each his heart and his hand : 
In this phalanx unite, 
Like lions we'll fight, 
While no private feuds our intereſts difſever ; 
But this be our boaſt, 
And our ultimate toaſt, 
Here's the Army and Navy of Biitain for ever. 


The ſailor who ploughs on the watery main, 
To war, and to danger, and ſhipwreck a brother ; 
And the foldier who firmly ſtands out the campaign, 
Do they fight for two men who make war on each 
other ? 
O no—'tis well known, 
The ſame loyal throne 
Fires their boſoms with ardour and noble endeavour; 
And that each with his laſs, 
As he drinks a full glaſs, 
Toſts the Army and Navy of Britain for ever. 
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That their cauſe is but one, and they both can unite, 
Needs no other example than this to be ſeen ; 
| Who is bolder in danger, experter in fight, 
Than the maritime ſoldier the honeſt marine: 
He pulls and he hauls, 
He fights 'till he falls, 
And from fore-tack or muſquet he never will waver ; 
But when the fray's o'er, 
With his Dolly om ſhore, 
Drinks the Army and Navy of Britain for ever. 


What matters it who braves the glebe or the ſurge? 
Yet if there's a conteſt about either ſtation, 
Let that ſtimulus glory and loyalty urge, 
Who will ſtand the moſt firm to the King and the 
Nation : | 
While thus we agree, 
Let's fight and be free, 
Shall Britons gainſt Britons draw daggers—O never! 
Make the Sans Cullotes fly, 
| And let fame rend the ſky, 
| With the Navy and Army of Britain for ever. 


S O N . 
CHELSEA QUARTERS, 
Sung by Mr. Darley. 


ME hear an old campaigner's ſong, 
A Britiſh ſoldier's ſtory, 
Who oft” has train'd the martial throng, 
To noble deeds of glory : 


1 


But let not boaſting ſwell my praiſe, 
Who's fac'd hot balls and mortars, 


In hopes to ſpend my latter days, 
With peace in Chelſea quarters. 


On ſwampy grounds and burning ſands, 
In march and counter-marches, 

I've met in fight and hoſtile bands, 
And funk beneath my gaſhes ; 

Yet innate valor cheer'd my heart, 

 'Tis fear the coward ſlaughters; 

And he that takes a ſaldier's part, 
Secur'd me Chelſea quarters. 


To ſay what foes my arm has ſla in, 
Would daſtar'd be to venture; 

My duty ne'er regarded pain, 
In van, in rear, in center : 

Full oft' I've drench'd my ſword iu blood, 
And forded many waters, 

In hopes when war ſhould ceaſe to flood, 
To fix in Chelſea quarters. 


And heaven bleſs his Majeſty, 
Who leaves a veteran never, 
Grown old and hack'd up as you ſee, 
He's penſion'd me for ever : 
My tent is fixt at laſt for Jife, 
And ſafe from mines and mortars ; 
Tho' Kingdoms wage eternal ſtrife, 
Fll ne'er quit Chelſea quarters. 
D SONG. 
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S O N G. x 


a, DELI1A, SEE THE FATAL HOUR», 


H! Delia, fee the fatal hour, 
Farewell my heart's delight, 

But how can wretched Damon live, 
Thus banjh'd from thy fight : 

To my fond heart no rival joy 
Supplies the laſs of thee ; 

But who can tell if thou, my dear, 
Wilt e'er remember me. 


Oft* I'll review the ſmiling ſcene, 
Each fav'rite brook and tree, 

Where gaily paſs'd the happy hourg, 
Thoſe hours I paſt with thee : 

What painful fond memorials riſe, 

From ev'ry place I ſee; 

But who can tell if thou, my dear, 
Wilt e'er remember me. 


Think, Delia, with how deep a wound, 
The ſweetly paintul dart, 

Which thy remembrance leaves behind, 
Has pierc'd a hope leis heart: 

Think on this fatal tad adieu, 
That fevers me from thee ; 

Think, ah! who knows if thou, my love, 

Wilt ever think on me. 
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S O N 6. 
THE POOR CABIN BOY, 


O lark that e er whiſtled aloft o'er the downs 
Was more cheerful or blithſome than I, 

Till fate loſt my pleaſure with fortune's rude frowns, 
And caus'd my poor heart for to ſigh: 

For father he died, and friends turn'd me adrift 
On the billows my time to employ ; 

To weather life's voyage I've made many a ſhift, 
Altho' but a Poor Cabin Boy. 


I've oft' times remember'd the maxim of old 
As a looſe to my ſorrows | gave, 

That love's not worth having when purchas d for gold, 
Or friendſhip, whete intereſt's a ſlave : 

So contented I've brav'd the rude ſtorms, dry or wet, 
Bu.:y'd up with hope's flattering joy, 

That fortune perchsnce might yet aot forget 
To ſmile on the Puor Cabin Boy, 


Now three yez:3 elaps'd lere ur veſſel was bound 
To England ag ir. for to iteer ; 
My heart felt with r-ptures vv life at the ſound, 
M/ eves dropt with pleaſure a tear: 
But, alas! adverſe fate, like fe friends, prov'd un- 
true, 
And ſoon did my wiſhes deſtroy, 
For wreck'd was our hip by the tempeſt's rude wind, 
And the hopes of the Poor Cabin Boy. 


Yet 


et 
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Yet thro' fortune's ſmiles I again reach'd the ſhore, 
And ſought my companions to find ; 

But the friends of my youth were diſpers'd, or no 

more, 

Or ſcarce left a reli& behind: 

If this be life's fate, with a ſigh, I reply'd, 
May heav'n ſoon my hours employ, 

And give that fond bleſſing which here is deny'd, 
To the orphan, or Poor Cabin Boy, 


S O N G.* 


TIis PRETTY POLL, 


HEN whiſtling -winds are heard to blow, 
In tempeſts o'er the earth, 
The ſeaman's oſt' daſh'd to and fro, 
Yet cheerly takes his birth: 
And as he fearleſs mounts the ſhrouds, 
Awhile the veſſel ſwings, 
Tho' ſkies are mantled o'er with clouds, 
The gallant ſailor fſings 
Tis pretty Poll and honeſt Jack, 
My girl and friend on ſhore, 
Will hail meat returning back, 
So let the billows roar, 


When bending o'er the rocking yard, 
While ſeas in mountains riſe, 

He takes a ſpell however hard, 
And danger e'er dehes : 
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The ſtorm once o'er, the gallant tar 
Lets fancy freely roam, 

And tho' from many a friend afar, 
Thus ſings of thoſe at home, 

Tis pretty Poll, &c. 


On burning coaſts, or frozen ſeas, 
Alike in each extreme, 
The gallant ſailor's e er at eaſe, 
And floats with fortune's ſtream ; 
To love and fortune ever true, 
He ſteers life's courſe along, 
And whereſoever ſailing to, 
Fond hope elates his ſong: 


"Tis pretty Poll, &c. 
$0 NG, 
Sung in the Weodman.* 


URT me not to ſcenes of pleaſure, 


This fond heart no more muſt know; 


Can it beat to mirth's gay meaſure, 
All its ſtrings attun'd to woe? 
No—the mind by hope forſaken, 
But of ſorrow ſeeks relief: 
Joy no tranſport can awaken, 
Sighs muſt number out its grief. 


— —— — — — 


SONG. 


G. 


SON G+ 


AS T'OTHER DAY. 


8 other day fair Chole ſtray'd 


Among ſome ſweets of fragrant roſes, 


The laughing boy perceiv'd the maid, 

The boy who of our fate diſpoſes; 
For midſt the buſhes as he lay, 

Arm'd with a quiver full of arrows, 
Which, in wanton childiſh play, 

He idly hot at perching ſparrows. 


Soon as he ſaw the blooming fair 


He choſe the ſharpeſt arrow in't, 
Refolv'1 to eaſe his mother's care, 
And kill her rival in a minute ; 
Awhile he bent his bow, awhile 

He aim'd his arrow not to miſs her, 
But Chlce turning, with a ſmile, 

Beckon'd the child to come and kiſs her. 


Around her neck the urchin flew, 
Diſſolv'd in pleaſure, loſt in bliſſes, 
Fondl reaping, as they grew, 
Melting, poignant, am'rous, kiſſes: 
"Till mad with ecftacy he ſwore, 
He'd harmleſs prove to her for ever, 
Nor from that time moleſt her more, 
With ar. ow, bow, cr dart, or quiver. 


Then 


| 
| 
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Then ceaſe to wonder, hopeleſs ſwain, 
Why charming Chloe's heart diſcovers 
No tender wiſh to eaſe the pains 
Of her deſponding dying lovers; 
Or why ſuch fragrance from her lips, 
Diſtills in all her balmy kiſſes — 
"Tis Cupid's breath the virgin ſips, 
And he's averſe to all our wiſhes, 


SO NS. 
MAY THE PRINCE AND HIS BRIDE, 
Sung by Mr. Fawcett. 


N throngs, from all parts, on pads, prancers, and 
pacers, 
Hacks, hunters, and ponies, and trotters, and racers, 
The people are gather'd, regardleſs of danger, 
To view the ſweet face of the fair hluſhing ſtranger ; 
And they feel honeſt pride, whilſt they toaſt in ale 


nappy | 
May the Prince and his bride live long and live happy. 


In the eye ofeach gazer a welcome ſeems ready, 

Thoꝰ tis love at firſt fight, yet the love ſhall be ſteady; 
So to quicken our ſpirits, a ſong and a ſtory, 

"Till ev'ry heart warms with our dear country's glory: 
And we'll feel a true pride in eech honeſt endeavour, 


May the Prince and his bride live long, live for ever. 
SONG. 


——— — — — nn a 
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S O N G. 
FAL LAL LA. 

| 


uns by Mrs. Bland 


| |; la, Battal hs L [a1 lai la, 
10 {eo}; K A Krie FL r of tize fold, 
Fal 1-1 I», &c. 
When hang wer a fragrant vlale, 
Deſcry'd a youns and betute.us tweid, 
And thus to her Lis vows he Paid, 
Fal lal N. e. 


Ah! beauteous maid, if vou'll be mine, 
Fal lal la, &c. 

Your brows with cor:{lips I'!! entwine; 
Fal lal la, &c. 

To you the fowrets as they ſpring, 

, In ruſny b5{kets I will bring. 

And {weetiy by your fide I U fins 37 

Fal lal ia, Kc. 


The maiden quickly rais'd her head, 


ay: Fal lal la, &c. 
Her eyes their wonted beauties ſhed, 
ory: Fal lal la, &c. 
ar, This ſacred ſpot, ah! ſh-pherd dear, 
wg Approach not, as my fog vns vou fearg 
L trom the ſun-beams ſhelter here; 
NG: Fal lal lo, &c, 


K. 


| 28 IERD. wan1cr'd, we pre told, 
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wii. 


( 194 ) £1 


With vows of truth the maid he plies, 
Fal ial la, &c, 
To languith now began her eyes; 
Fal lal la, &c. 
And as along the gl:de they went, | 
His {cul on nought but love intent, 
The yielding fair-une bluſh'd conſent. | 
Fal lal la, &c. | 


$:.0 N 6 | 
WHACK FAL DE AL. 


Sung by Mr. Bunniſter. 
SEARCH round the world, mine the very. beſt 


trade is 
My pleaſure and buſs'neſs is all with the ladies, 
With mv whack fal de ral, fal de ral la, 
Whack ſal de ral, lal de ral la. 


} 


I never could think that one wife was plenty — 
The law's againſt two wives, ſo I'll marry rwenty: 
With a whack fal de ral, &c. 


That marriage is good is a well underſtood thing, 
And I'm always for having enough of a good thing: 
Whack fal de ral, &c. 


Take comfort, my wives, if I'm hang'd cauſe I'm bleſt 
in ye, 

For marriage and hanging they fay go by deſtiny. 

With x whack fal de ral, &c. 
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This marrying trade I never ſhall alter, 
Till wedlock's ſoſt nooſe is exchang'd for a halter: 


With a whack fal de ral, &c. 


S O N 6.7 


| THE CHIMNEY SWEEPER, 


HO” late and early I do pad, 
A bawling ſweep- ſoot-ho! 
Yet ſtill am I as blithe a lad, | 
As cer you'd with to know: 
And when the ladies fine I hear 
eſt Cry, * take care of the ſweep!” 
) Ladies,“ ſays I. you need not ſear,' 
But l'm for them too deep: 
For I gives em a ſmut 
Of my bag ſull of ſoot, 
They cry, curſe you, mind how you go ;* 
Dear me, Mia'am, ' fays I, 
J was juſt bruthing by,” 
And I'm off with my ſweep-tuot-! no. 


And when diſguis'd I meet the devil, 
I love to have ſome fun ; 
A lawyer I mean—the greateſt evil 
That thrives beneath the lun; 
— For ſure we both, beyond all doubt, 
Are to the devil a-kin; 
The diff rence is I'm black without, 
The lawyer's black within 
K 2 


LS. 


| 
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FE 21ves him n ſmnt 
Ol my bas full of ſoat, 
He cries, *domnie, mind h 


All in an inſtant cle ir the way, 
At found of iweer-toot ho: 
Aid thus I gammons all the folks, 
care not vrcat or imnoll, 
Ilaughs, I tings, I cracks my jokes, 
And iumething fays to all; 
For 1 «tves en a ſmut, 
Of my bay {ull of foot, 
They cry, prithee mind how you go; | 
O dear, Sir, ys I, | 
Jus juit bruſhing by," 
And I'm off with my ſweep- ſoot-ho. 


80 6 
YOUNG PAT, 


N the land of Hibernia voung Pat drew his breath, 
And ſure ever {ince he has teaz'd me to death; 
For fo fweetlv he {tr os, and makes love with ſuch art, 
by the faith of St. Patrick he's ſhot tro' my heart, 
- \Vith his gramachree Yoily, och, what can I do. \ 


& He 


rt, 


le 


d 
| 
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Ho vows, if I'll enter the cnjugab Nite, 
Til 7 to be furge — oni make To his wie:! 


Then fo tender he looks when we lovingly chat, 


That I long to be married xe won't tell him that, 


With his gramachree, &c. 


Laſt Su ndav at church ne mi ein tell the riet, 
In 2 week or ted more we ate wedied at lend. 
An 1 re face Fe id i uv conketence will 1er, 
If ne dent ead me there Iwill new him the way. 
With his gramachrec, &. 


. 
Tur Row. 


O be ſure I don't love in 
What me people ph 
And with life wos I {ure for to = now, 
As i me time or ner I mult; 
When | tee a lo dy in danger, 
[ up to her march witu wu bw, 
And iron her neter {hrink as 2  fcanger, 
But inſtantly kick up" a row: 
For | peit away, whelt away, whack away, 
Lather away all that I can, 
Well pieas'd I'm to lote my liſe ſtill, 
Fur woman, that bleſſing to man: 
Give me but a {prig of ſhil2ly, 
And may be lil not he you how, 
Be a puppy's coat ever ſo mealy, 
To duſt, when I kick up 2 row. 


K 4 One 
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One nieht as 1 walk'd down the Strand, I 
Saw ladies by ruffians 25us'd, 
Sc, ſays I, to be ſure I can't ſtand by, 
And lee the tweet creatures miſus'd; 
So that which XIa am Juſtice ihuuld ſettle, 
Had ſhe been awake, you'll allow, 
I, being cf true Iriſh mettle, 
Cc mpounded, by making a row, 
For I pelt away, &c. 


As for fight ing, Idon't fay I love it, 
For ſometimes it proves a bad job — 
And what, pray now, more would you have on't, 
got a ſnug gaſh on my knob: 
But where I ſee ladies ill treating. 
My country I li ſtraight diſavow, 
If | don't give the thieves ſuch a bating, 
And always Ill keep up che row. 
For I'll pelt away, &c. 


” © WG. 


TIGHT LADS OF THE OCEAN, 


SING of that life of delight bevond meaſure, 
That tars calmly lead on the boiſterous main ; 
Where toil is enjoyment, where trouble's all pleaſure, 

And where men lole their lives a {ure ſortune to gain: 
Where you ſear no diſes ſes but ſickneſs and ſcurvy, 
Where the water ſtinks iweetly by way of a zeſt, 
Where you walk on your legs if you're nat topley 
. turvey, 
And where, though you fleep loundly you're never 
at reſt ; 


Then 


"Len 
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Then puſh round the cann, O you have not a notion 
Of ſailors, their grog, and their ſweethearts and 
wives, 
Ahl give me, my ſoul, the tight lads of the ocean, 
Who, though they're {0 wietched, lead ſuch happy 
lives. 


Then you're always of billows and winds in the mid- 
— 
That tv daſh, and ſo whiſtle, and bodder vour ears, 
And play a duet with the tar's ſong and fiddle, 
So ſweetly that ſounds ard that nobody bears: 
Then to {ee the tight ladshow they laugh at 2 ſtranger, 
Who fears billows can drown, and nine pounders 
can kill— 
You're ſafe, ſure enough, were vou not in ſuch danger, 
And might loll at your eaſe if you could but ſet ſtill 
Then puſh round the cann, &c. 


What of perils that always the ſame are ſo various, 
And thro' ſhot-holes and leaks leave wide open 
death's doors, 
Devil a riſk's in a battle wer't not fo precarious, 
Storms were all gig and fun but for breakers and 
{hores ! 
In ſhort, a tur's life, you may ſay that I told it, 
Who leaves quiet and peace foreign countries to 
roam, 
Is, of all other lives, I'll be bound to uphold it, 
The beſt liſe in the world next to ſtaying at home. 
Then puſh round the cann, &c. 


. 


K 4 SONG. 


TE DEW LIGHILY FELL 


Cn 


ning by Mr. Denum. 
Hz gov hes, Tell cn tne iweet-briar thorn, 
12/4 eie in a Clear lucid d: IPs 
160 UG 15 were uncoupled and ftreth bluom'd the 
RIO7TN, 
When, fſaddled. I mounted old Crop; 
With ſpirits like tire, elated with joy, 
We fally er hedde, ditch, and tile, 
To taſte thoſe ſu ct pleaſures which never can cloy, 
While health cruwns the chace with a ſmile, 


CHORUS. 


Hark away then was cried, as we ſkim'd o'er the lawn, 
Where {weet echo replied to the notes of the horn. 


Now Reynard we ſpied and redoubled our ſpeed, 
To {hun us his art was in vain, 

For our dogs were all ſtanch and of the right breed, 
Who nimbly few over the plain: 

To baffle his cunning young Towler and Sly, 
Two mettletome hounds of the pack, 

Stept forward and ſoon panting Reynard is nigh, 
Whole ſpeed had began for to flack. 

Hark away, &c. | 

O'ercome 


— 


— 
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O'ercome by their ſwiſtueſs he yielded his breath, 
When I and Tom Ringwood fell in, 
While the huntſman's loud ihouting proclaim'd his 
delay, 
To join in the muſical din: 
The chace being oer we retu ud full of glee, 
Freih pleaſures awhile to partake : 
And thus we enjoy our lives | Wi and free, 
Till Aurora again bids us wake. 
Hark away, 8 e. 


3 :-6,” 


A NEW HUNTING SONG, 


8 bri das the worning the ſons of the ch ace, 
e ery a, Sol in the m Tning we're riüng;: 
joy zanc'd in eich heart, and health bloom'd in each 

{ace, 
Alike every ferr and each danger deſpiling : 
Then hail to the morn, 
With hounds and with horn, 
White pierſure WOW: does each proſpect adorn, 
Through wowatands and vallies with ſpeed they in- 
cline, 
Aud the ſports of the chace each proclaims is divine. 


K 5 Now 
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Now rous'd from his den, ſee fly Reynard in view, 


And watchful he over the meadow is flying ; 


As ſwiftly the hounds and the huntſmen purſue, 


Alike all his ſpeed and his cunning defying ; 
He now takes to the wood, 
Now paſſes the flood, 
Let as eager the chace by the dogs is renew'd; 
'Thro' woodland or valley with ſpeed they inclin'd, 
While the ſports of the chace each proclaims is divine, 


Tho' he bruſhes to cover, and hides for a while, 
Yet ſoon the ſtaunch beagles will certainly find 
him, 
Such a pack all his cunning can never beguile, 
He quickly is trac'd by the ſcent leſt behind him: 
They ſeize on their prey, 
While the horns ſound away, 
And pleaſures reward the fatigue of the day; 
To in o'er the bowl they all cheertul incline, 
That the joys of the ſportſmen are nearly divine. 


S O N G. 
THE SWELLING CANVAS, 


HE fwelling canvas caught the breeze, 
The ſhip flew thro' the ſea, 
But nought, Louiſa, could avail, 
To take my thoughts from thee : 
Ah! no-—ſrom love, my charming maid, 
I'd ev'ry pain enure ; 
And you alone the wound have made, 
And you alone can cure, 


Wen 


i... wow 


d 
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When loud contending billows ſweep, 

| And ſilver'd waves ariſe, 

The ſhip now plunges in the deep, 

| And now ailails the tkies: 

But greater are the ſtorms by far 
That in my b ſom roll, 

Love's ev'ry conflict ſtruggles there, 
And agitates my ſcul. | 


Thy form my mind, my paſſion holds, 
No one e'er lov'd more true; 
Tho' parted diſtant as the poles, 
My heart is ſtill with you: 
In pity then return my love, 
Nor from my withes flv, 
For if you ſmile "twill heaven prove, 
But if you frown I die. 


S © N 6.4 


THE SLOW —— MORN. 


HE {low rifing morn glads the top of the hills, 
And cheers by its rays ihe folt murmuiing rills; 
| The tinkling fold ſalutes the new way, 

And Phoebus delights by the beams of is rav: 
| The cock's cheerſul ve is the clarim of morn, 
And echo revibrates the huntfinan's iweet horn; 


Hark, the lark - hark, the lark har, the ark on the 
| ſpray, 
| Her ſweet notes wake the fluzcaro, and welcome the 
day, 
K The 
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The ciume 


nes cf the village now waken the clown, 
'The "{yuire takes his roaſe from his ſoſt bed of down; 
The hunters ſtart up, each his whip gave a crack, 
Then laadle their horſes, unkenne! the pack: 

Their mulical hallo, the hounds in full th 

We ferrit cut puls, for the victim mutt die 

While the thruth on the buth in concert antes . 

And adds to the p leo ſures that crown cur delights. 


he ſatieues of the day lead us home to the bowl. 
And leſtivity's board ments for each jovinl ſoul; 
The bottle we crack, t! e rich nectar we qualſf, 
And mirth in his train brings the jeſt and the laugh, 
Lill Soinnus ſpreads o'er us his mantle of peace, 
And the nightingale's n'4tes bids oi jollity cenfe— 
Hark how [weetly, how tlweet!y her ſong cheers the 
night, 


And Luna delighted redoubles her light, 


Ss: 0 N Gp 


THE LOVAL TAR. 
Fang by Mr. Suigrich. 


O lmocr tenipt ine. from my duty, 

Bb, my cintre als me hence awhile ; 

I pri irc. dar Potty the warth and beauty, 
ut more I prize Ef itapuin's ſmile: 

The h-nohty ice new braves onr arms, 

Ana dares Cintult us on the main; 

v heart hy putting fer thy charms, 

Pts more to meet them Once again: 

Can you for this vour Jack reprove? 

His King he mut prefer to ive, 


Nor 


— 
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Nor ſigh, my Nan, if now I leave 
Thy peaceful breaſt and court the war; 
Should I not go you more would grieve, 
Tr fer: diigrac'd thy faithful tar! 
Then {mile content, thy ſailor ſues, > 
Te pang of parting "twill allay ; 
And ev'ry hour (f b jſs we loſe, 
In vears c{ tranſport I't] repay: 
No longer then your Jack reprove, 
His King he mult picler to love. 


8 N 6. 


PATRICK © xC il. 


NVE Sons of Eib-:pi1, win, fore on dry land. 
Round ade 1A. . Aug ul -ures and wailky in 


. * | on 
bs | ih, and n<'er think of the 
* 9 
2 - — ' 8 * ve oa Toa ' « 8 v — * — 
More fi htigg our battles thro' tempeſt and noiſe, 
— 


At id tome dufte tis rue, 1 declare, 

4 ! FFC Be it 6 ot va e 17 Y - 

8 4 2 1117 3 N 5 2 \ 1 uid TTaat YOu all ſtare, 
WF. a4 1 ; wa ct, 1 42 : 

L 9 uerms.: hhübe, ant crack rs have ling'd at my tail, 
oh - 3 . : * 1 Nr 

8 Fo , 1 = 4 laid 44 110 111 P (1 Fatrick O Neal. 


cas the rſt day cf Anvil, I ſat off, like a forl, 
rom Kiilsunet tnolin to lee Lawrence Tool, 
7 mather's hide alin, who oit' had wrete down, 
penn ud Cone tu fee hey he fourith'd in town: 
ut Lene hd jet Foot in this terrible place, 
'Eead met with a ſhr er who ſwore to my face, 
He beckon“ ahr h-gand tht came without fail, 
cid neck and acels drag' AH Dor Patrick O'Neal. 


Then 
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Then they ſcamper'd away, as they ſaid, with a prize, 

(For they thought me a ſailor run off in diſguiſe) 

But a ter ible blunder they made with their ſtrife, 

For I'd ne er ſeen a ſhip or the ſea in my liie: 

Away tv a tender they told me to ſteer, Wo 
But of tenderneſs devil a morſel was there, 

O! I roar'd and I curs'd, tho' it did not avail, 

They down in the cellar cram'd Patrick O'Neal. 


We ſet fail from Dublin the very next day, 

I was half ſtarv'd and fea-fick the reſt of the way; 

Not a mile-ſtone I] ſaw, nor a houle, nor a bed, 

Tas all water and ſky till we came to Spithead, 

Then they call'd up all hands—hauds and feet foon 
obey'd, 

O I wiſh'd myſelf home cutting turt with a ſpade; 

For the firſt thing I ſaw made my courage to fail, 

"Twas a great floating caſtle for Patrick O'Neal. / 


This huge wooden world roil'd about on the tide, 

And a large row of teeth ſtuck faſt in each ide ; 

They put out the boat, and they told mie to kerp 

Faſt hold with wv trotters, for fcar 1 ſhould flip — 

I let go with my hands to ſtick faſt by iny toes, 

The {hip gave a roll and away mv head goes, | 
I plung'd in the water and dath'd like a whale, | 
Till with boat-hooks they fiſn d up pour Patrick O' Neal. 


Nlidſt ſhouts, je ſts and laughter, they hoiſted me in \ 
To this huge wooden world full of riot and din; 5 
Such ropes and ſuch pullics, ſuch lights met my eve, 


And ſo large were the ſheets that they hung up to dry 
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I thought it Noah's ark, ſtuff d full of queer eueſts, 
Hogs, pedlars, geeſe, ſailors, and all other beaks — 
Some drank bladders ot gin, ſome drank pitchers of ale, 


And they ſung, curs'd and laugh'd at poor Patrick 
O'Neal. 


All confounded with bother I began to look queer, 
When the boatſwain's ſhrill pipe made all hands to 
appear, 
Up the roles like to monkies, they running did ſwear, 
Then like gibbets and rope-dancers ſwung in the air: 
They clapt ſticks in a capſtern, as I afterwards found, 
The chap ſit and fif'd as they turned him r und, 
The ſhip run her auchor, ſpread her wings, and ſet 
{ail, 
With a freight of live lumber and Patrick O'Neal. 


Then to go down below I expreſt a great wiſh, 
Where they live under water like ſo many fiſh; 

I was put in a melis with ſome more of the crew, 
And it being banjan-day they gave me burgue : 
For a bed they'd a ſack, hung as high as my chin, 
They call'd it a hammock, and bade me get in, 

I lay hold, took a icap, but my footing being trail, 
It ſwang me clean over! Poor Patrick O'Neal. 


With ſome help I got in, where I rocked all night, 

The 4ay broke my reſt in a terrible tright ; 

* Up hamm cks, down cheſts,” was cry'd from all parts, 

»Therc's a French thip in fight! up and down went 
my heart! 

To a gun | was ſtitton'd, they cry'd, with an oath, 

To pull off bis breeches, unmuzzle his mouth, 

They took off the apron that cover'd his tail, 

And the lcading- ſtrings gave to P..trick O'Neal, 
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Our thick window ſhutters we pull'd up with ſpeed, 
And we run out our bl! doo: of true Engliſh breed: 
The Captain cry'4 *Erv:5::d and Ireland, my boys,” 
When he wentien' d ol Ireland my heart made a noiſe! 
Our ſweet little ens 41 he Frenchinen defy, 
We clopt fire on bis beck u bid him let fly: 

His voice mage ue len p. tho“ l bold by his tail, 
The beaſt ti en len back and es Patrick O'Neal. 


Then we lather'd wav, by my ſhoul, hob and nob, 
Till the Frenchmen gave up what they thought a bad 
job 8 
Then to tie him behind a long cord they did bring, 
And we led him along like 12 pig in a ſtring ! 
S) home to Old Enzland wo led the French bor, 

0 the ſighit of the land made me ſea lick with jov; 
They made a new pence when the war was too ſtale, 


And ſet all hands adritt, and poor Patrick O'Neal. 


Now fsſe on dry land a car:ufing Ill ſteer, 

Nor cut head, nor cat bloc. nor boatſwain's-cat fear; 
While there's ſhot in the cker III ng, and be bound 
That Saturday night ſhall laſt all the vear round: 
But {houil peace zrov i ileepy and war come again, 
By the piper of Leinker ra venture ag: gain, 
Keturning I'll bring, good forks, 2 freſh tale, 

That you'll cry il x you laugh at poor Patrick O'Neal. 


SONG. 


Your doctors may boaſt of their lotions, 
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S O N G.+ 
ENGLISH ALE, 


YE mind me? [ once was a Hailor, 
TD And in aitierot count: ies I've been, 
It Ilie may Ie. lor at vlor 
But a thoaland line {i_t'ts J kave ſeen: 
Tre been cram' d with -. 14 oy 75 like a wallet, 
And I've guzzlei m ub than a whale, 
But the very belt ſtuff my P 
Is a glaſs of your Englith good Ale. 


And ladies may talk of their tea; 
But I envy them n :ne of their potions, 
A glals of goud Hingo for me. 
The doctor may tneer ii he pleaſes, 
But my recipe never will tail, 
For the phylic that cures all Ciseaſes, 
Is a bum, er of Eugliſh good Ale. 


When my trade was ee the ſalt ocean, 
Why there I had plenty of grog, 
And Lis“ icy been! e Ta a nation 
It {ets one's goud {pirits agog: 
But tince upon land I've been ſteering, 
Experience has a'ter'd my tale, 
Fcr nothing on earth is ſo cheering 


fs a bumper of Englich goud Ale. 
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S O NG. 


THE COMPLAINT, 


EASE, ceaſe, ye birds of the grove, 
Your melody pleaſes no more; 
It ſerves but to waken my love, 

And think on the maid I adore: 
Since together we fondly have ſtrav'd, 

To hear the wild notes of your ſung, 
When my fair-one was charm'd with the ſhade, 
And wiſh'd ev'ry note to prolung. 


View the ſweets of yon flow'rets that blows, 
Surcharg'd with the dew ot the morn ; 
Yet you'll find that there is not a role 
Without its attendant the thorn : 
So Chlce is blooming and fair 
As the roſe bending ſoſt with the dew ; 
But, O ye fond {hepherds, beware, 
Though blouming, yet Chloe's untrue. 


Ye ſwains of the village beware 

How you tread in the mazes of love, 
Tis a path that's bewildered with care, 

And the more to the farther youu rove: 
Suppofe that your charmer's ſincere, 

J hat you read the fond with in her eyes; 
Yet ſtill you have reaſon to tear, 

And forego the purſuit if you're wile. 


How 


low 


How tuneful was Corydon's reed, 
When his love deign'd to liſten the while; 
When a look of regard was his meed, 
And each note was return'd with a ſmile: 
Yet no more ſhall it breathe the gay ſtrain, 
No more with the nightingale vie, 
Vil teach it the way to complain, 
And mourn the ſweet nymph with a ſigh. 


What beauties remain in my cot, 

Or the vine that o'erſhadows my door, 
Since I and its ſhade are forgot, 

Since Chloe is conſtant no more : 
Each linnet ſhall droop with its wing, 

For my love was the theme of its lay ; 
The goldfinch no longer thall ſing, 

For no longer is Cotydon gay. 


s: 0-0: G6 


ARISE, MY FAIX. 


RISE, my fair, the morn invites, 
With ſongs of birds on ev'ry bough ; 

Each field with verdant ſweets delights, 

And all Aurora's beauties glow ; 
We looſe the prime, with joy to heed 

Our tended plants, how buds the grove, 
What drops the myrrh and balmv reed, 

How nature paints her gay alcove! 


1 


Tos 1 2grance of the bean's perfume, 
el Op Ning now Your len ſe ihall g grect: 

Tt be bee now fits upon the bloom, 

With care extracting liquid ſweet; 
The zephyr with his balmy breath, 

Awakes the gardens choiceſt ſtores; 
And o'er each mead and purple heath, 

tas Flora ſcattered earlicit Kow'rs, 


The w'ntry ſtorms are all o'erpaſt, 

And ſpring reſumes her genial reign, 
To uod ds in pairs the turtles haſte, 

And t{weetly tell theic pleaſing pain: 
Like them together let us fly, 

Nlidſt ſcenes of love and nature ſtray 
"Tis thou alone can'ſt give me joy, 

Arile, my fair, and come away. 


S ON 6.44 


A8 PENDANT O'ER THE LIM PID ST RRZN. 


8, pendant oer the limpid ſtream, 
4 I bow'd my {r.owv pride, 
And languiſh'd in a iruitiets flame, 
For what the fates denv'd : 
The fair Paſtora chanc'd to paſs, 
Wich ſuch an angel air; 
I faw her in the wat' ry glals, 


And lov'd the fival iair. 


Xs 
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Ye fatrs no {nmr Tot me pine, 

A ſeil-admiting invert, 

Permit me by your grace divine, 

To kils the fair-one's ſcet: 
| Thot if by chance th: gentle maid, 
| Mr ſratrance ſhould admire, 
| In y. up m her boſom laid, 

Ii toter tweets expire, 


8 ON G.+ 


| WHEN NIGHTS WERE COLD, 


| J { 7 DEN nights were cold, and rain, and ſleet, 
/ { Pull hard againſt the window beat; 
15-3 many a long and v eary mile, 
| Ly lover travel'd to behold me, 
His toil repail to fee me ſmile, 
And ſweetly in his arms en fold me; 
| And thro' the night we'd fit and chat, 


Alas! there was no harm in that. 


How ſweet his words whene'er he ſpoke, 

( But, Oh! when he his paſſion broke, 
Upon his lips the falt'ring tale 

More grace receiv'd from his confulion, 

And now by turns his cheek look'd pale, 

| Or crimſon'd o'er with mild ſuffuſion, 
Our beating hearts went pit-a-pat, 

| Alas! there was no harm in that. 


s | Another 
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Another now the bliſs muſt prove, 

Tho' we ſo oft” have ſworn to love; 

Oh! cruelty - my heart will break, 
Tl hie me to ſome ſhade forſaken, 

And only of my love TI ll ſpeak, 
And prove my faith and truth unſhaken : - | 

| Ill wander where we oſt' have ſat, 

Sure there will be no harm in that. 


| s O0 N G+ 


WHEN ISICLES HANG BY THE WALL, 


HEN iſicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, | 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, a 
And milk come frozen home in pail ; 
When blood be nipt, and ways be foul, | 
Then nightly {ings the ſtaring owl, 
Tu- whit tu-who, a merry merry note, 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, | 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 
And Marian's noſe looks red and raw; | 

q When roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 

"3 Then nightly {ings the ſtaring owl, 

! Tu-whit, &c. 


3 | SONG. 


S ON. 


f Jane Old England, cry'd William, invites me to 
arms, 

And bids me, dear Suſan, relinquiſh thy charms, 

Yet till thy lov'd image ſhall dwell in my heart, 

And *midſt ev'ry danger ſweet tranſport impart ; 

Till with victory crown'd I return to the ſhore, 

Then, Suſan dear Suſan, I'll leave thee no more. 


To Neptune and Mars my fond ſuit I prefer d, 

Who ſooth'd me with imiles when my ſtory they heard, 
For with tears and with ſighs I their pity implor'd, 
And begg'd they would ſpare the dear youth! ador d, 
And ] ſaid, if a victor they ſent him to ſhore, 

That William, dear William ſhould leave me no more. 


The gods thus reply'd, and I thank'd them indeed, 
»The daughters of Albion in vain never plead, 

E'en the whole Britiſh Fleet in that glory ſhall ſhare, 
Which we to beſtow on thy lover prepare:* 

Soon in triumph, cried I, will our fleet reach the ſhore, 
Then William, dear William will kave me no more 


While Britannia the laurels prepar'd for her Howe, 
He nobly exclaim'd, ere the wreath grac'd his brow, 
"Twas the brave Britiſh ſeamen that vanquiſh'd the foe, 
And William was foremoſt his courage to ſhew ; 

So with victory crown'd they return'd to the ſhore, 
And William, dear William, ſhall leave me no more. 


SONG. 
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S O N. G. 


AUTUMN's PLENTEOUS CROPS APPEAR, 


UTUNIN's plenteous crops a; pcar, 
(Glorious ſcaſon of the vear) 
See the happy nyvinpas gad Iwains, 
(S-urce of all the paſt ral ſtrains) 
O'er their arins are tickles hung, 
And the ruſtic ballad's ſuns, 
As they trip ncrois the plains, 
Happy nymphs and happy fwains, 


Yeliow ſtems bow down their heads, 
Homage to the rural maids; 

Jocund whilſt at work they're ſound, 
And the village news goes round : 
Each {wain near the lals he loves, 
And the day in friendſhip moves; 
To the joys of harveſt field, 

Ev'ry pleaſure elſe muſt yield. 


See them now, with ſtomachs good, 
Round a diſh of ſolid food, 

Sitting in a ſhady ſeat, 

Shelter'd from meridian heat: 
And by harmleſs chat and jokes, 
Shew how bleſt are country folks ; 


Happy, happy, happy they, 
Chearſul paſs the time away. 


SONG, 


8. 
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S O N G. 


MY JOURNEY IS LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. Gray, at the Lyceam. 


HEN I was at home as the lark I was gay, 

That warbles ſo ſprightly and briſk all the 
ſpring, 
At the plough or at thraſhing I'd labour all day, 

And when driving my team how [I'd whiſtle and ſing: 
Sweet Fan was my darling, a neat pretty maid, 

But ſhe from our village falſe-hearted did rove ; 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 

I came up to tuwn, and my journey is love. 


Over head I was ſous'd in affliction I vow, 
Nor morn, noon, or night, could a gay moment 
bring, 
At thraſhing, at driving the team or the plow, 
No more the blithe lay could I whiſtle or ſing: 
For Fan was my darling, a neat pretty maid, 
And ſhe from our village unkindly did rove ; 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 
I be com'd up to town, and my journey is love. 


She was kind to me once, aye, as kind as ſhe's fair, 
In her ears love-lorn ditties I'd frequently ding, 
Which ſhe would admire; and I vow and declare, 
She ** pleas'd with the notes that I'd whiſtle and 
ng : 
L Effeggs! 
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Effeggs! then I thought her my own pretty maid, 
But away from our village fair Fanny did rove ; 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 
I be com'd up to town, and my journey 1s love, 


S O N G. 


THE VESTRY DINNER, 
Sung at the Lyceum. 


HURCH-Warden I've been, let me ſee, very 
often, | 

You know 'tis a place of much truſt ; 

And its monſt'rous fatigues and its hardſhips to ſoſten, 
We eat, aye and drink, till we burſt: 

We meets and we talks about how and conſarning, 
As ſpokeſman I'm always beginner, 

But never ſo pleas'd as to give out this warning, 
Next Monday's a veſtry dinner: 

And none but an ill, foul-mouth'd fellow'd abuſe, 

A ſnug little dinner and plenty of booze. 


At jobs, pariſh meetings, how oft* I've attended, 
And talk'd till I chatter'd my fill; 

As how things were ſo bad that they ought to be 

| mended, | 

But firſt we all ſwallow'd our jill : 

For why ? talk's fatiguing, and moiſture is wanting 
By all ſpeakers, or elſe I'm no iinner ! 

And to * 4 us more thirſty, to hear we're all panting) 
Next Tueſday's a veſtry dinner. 

And none, &c. 


— 


ting, 
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When talking of paupers, it ſo hurts one's ſeeliug, 
(Indeed I'm not dealing a flam) 

So preys on the narvous you'll oft” fee us reeling, 

ho* nothing we've touch'd but a dram : 

But e're we have ſettled about the relieving 
Each famiſh'd and half ſtarv'd poor ſinner, 

I cries in the midſt of our ſorrow and grieving, 
Next We'n'ſday's a veſtry dinner. 

And none, &c. 


Feaſts on Thurſdays, and Fridays, and Saturdays ſol- 
low, 
On bus'neſs tis always we dine; 
Well-fed argument, folks ſay, your ſtarv'd talk beats 
hollow, | 
When moiiten'd with tongue-oiling wine! 
Then who'd not be warden, who breathes in his ſenſes, 
Fine picking he'll hnd on the bone! 
Ev'ry week day I'll feaſt upon pariſh expences, 
And on ſunday I ſtarve on my own, 


And none, &c, 


S O N. 


THE GODDESS OF THE SILVER STREAM. 


Sung by Mr. Gray, at the Lyceum. 


EAR where old Thames in ample tide, 
So pleaſantly is flowing; 
While wherries o'er its boſom glide, 
And breezes ſoſt are blowing: 
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A laſs reſides of beauty rare, 


The muſes fav'rite theme! 
For ſhe excels each ruſtic fair, 
Sweet goddeſs of the ſilver ſtream. 


A boatman I, by lucky chance, 
One morn I row'd her over, 

So gazing ſtole a ſide- long glance, 
And gaz'd myſelf her lover : 

My feather'd oar forgot its play, 
So ſweet her eyes did beam, 

My boat its burthen wiſh'd to ſtay, 
Sweet goddeſs of the ſilver ſtream. 


Love ſoon gave language to our eyes, 
Like doves we ſoon were billing; 

A ſmile the pleaſing phraſe ſupplies, 
To wed dear lad I'm willing : 

I took the hint, to church we ſped, 
Our joys were not a dream, 

A modeſt bluſh her cheek o'erſpread, 
Sweet goddeſs oi the filver ſtream. 


And now as blithe as blithe can be, 
Or in our cot ſo cheary, 

She ſmiling fits upon my knee, 
Or queens it in our wherry: 

No lot is ſure ſo bleſt as mine, 
Tho' mortal man I ſeem, 

Leve bids me taſte a bliſs divine, 
Sweet goddeſs of the ſilver ſtream, 


SONG. 


i 
* 
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S 0-0-1 
I'M MONARCH OF ALL 1 SURVEY, 


Sung in the Character of Robinſon Cruſoe. 


M Monarch of all I ſurvey, 
1 My reign there is none to diſpute, 
From the center all round to the ſea, | 
I'm Lord of the fowl and the brute: | 
O, ſolitude, where are the charms, | 


, 2 „ Hume 


That ſages have ſeen in thy face ? 
Better dwell in the midſt of alarms, 
Than reign in this horrible place. 


I'm out of humanity's reach, 
I muſt finiſh my journey alone; 
Never hear the ſweet muſie of ſpeech, 
I ſtart at the ſound of my own: i 
The beaſts that roam over the plain, 
My form with indifference ſee, 
They are ſo unacquainted with man, 
Their tameneſs is ſhocking to me. 


ww. 


Ye winds that have made me your ſport, 
Convey to this deſolate ſhore 

Some cordial endearing report, 
Of a land I ſhali viſit no more: 

My friends, do they now and then ſend 
A wiſh and a thought aſter me ? 

O tell me L yet have a friend, 
Though a friend I am never to ſee. 
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The ſea-fowl is gone to her neſt, 

The beaſt is laid down in his lair, 
Eren here is a ſeaſon for reſt, 

And I'll to my cabin repair: 
There is mercy in every place, 

And mercy encouraging thought, 
Gives to affliction a grace, | 

And reconciles man to his lot. 


1 U 6. 


THE ANTIQUITY OF BULLS, | 
Sung at the Lyceum. | 


HEN talking of bulls only mention our fore | 
fathers, 
Fait and I'll bet the long odds, 
You'll find from authority learning of yore gathers, 
We're in a ſtraight line from the gods: 
For Jupiter's ſelf when Europa he courted, 
Wid love in difcarnment quite full, 
Och, before her the form of a he calf he ſported, | 
And pray was not that like a bull: | 
With your whack fal de ral honey, bull-makers love, 
For gra' they are all the deſcendants of Jove, 


Then wid Lada, ſweet ſoul, aye, in full feather dreſs'd | 
Sir. | 
The {wan look'd a gooſe to the full, 
And ſtupidly made a big bird of a beaſt, 
And pray was not that like a bull. 
When talking, &c. 
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Then again, when Jove Hercules got that ſtrong elf, 


Sir, 
He Amphitrion told to his ſcull, 
Och, my jewel, I'm you, therefore you're not your- 
felt, Sir, 
And, arrah, that ſounds like a bull. 
When talking, &c. 


More I know, but forget, ſo your glaſſes be filling, 
To flinch from the joke paddy ſcorns; 

But, till to be tied up in wedlock I'm willing, 
Och, fait all my bulls will want horns. 

When talking, &c. 


e- S O N G. 


RODNEY'S DIRGE, 


Sung by Mr. Collins. 


HILE gratitude glows in an Engliſhman's heart, 
| And does there her impreſſions engrave, 
He'll beſhrew tyrant death, whoſe inflexible dart 
„ Has depriv'd us of Rodney the brave. 


5 As the Lion when rous'd rings the woods with his roar, 
5d |þ And undauntedly ſprings on his prey ; 


' He in thunder array'd ſhook the ſeas and the ſhore, 
While the foe ſhrunk with dread and diſmay. 


L4 Then 
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"Then the fleets and galleons of the Gaul and the Don, 
No retreat from his vengeance could find- 

For their hoſts he tubdu'd the wide ocean upon, 
Or diſpers'd like the chaff ſore the wind. 


And while England's flag o'er the deep holds the ſway, 
And her enfigns are hail'd on the wave; 
Engliſh heroes his courſe while they're ſteering ſhall 
lay, 
Here the foe ſtruck to Rodney the brave. 


Not a gem that each diadem hoſtile could boaſt, 
But he pluck'd to adorn England's crown; 

And his glories ſhall ne'er in oblivion be loſt, 
"Till the laſt evening ſun ſhall go down. 


For the tears of a Nation are due to his ſhrine, 
And thoſe tears ſhould abundantly flow, 

As our foes and our friends ſince the ſun gan to ſhine, 
Never found ſuch a friend or a foe. 


And tho' now no tablet recording his fame 
Nor a trophy hangs over his grave, 

Future ages ſhall raiſe while they hallow his name, 
A memorial to Rodney the brave. 


S O N G. 


THE COMPLAINT, 


NWEET artleſs ſongſter of the grove, 
k. 3} Soft as my fighs renew thy ſtrain; 
And join, my Delia to reprove, 


Of ſlighted vows and cold diſdain, 
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Ah happy bird, at ev'ning hour, 
Warbling thou ſtray'ſ the woods among 
Each rock, each rill, and leafy bow'r, ; 
Reſponſive to my tuneful ſong, 


But ſhe my plaints nor deigns to hear, 
Nor can my fighs her pity move ; 
Nor artleſs ſmile, nor filent tear, 
Her frozen bofom melt to love. 


S O N G. 


THE INFANT SPRING, 


Sung by Mrs. Hi. 


EE infant ſpring returns again, 
I The wild birds plume their wings ; 
To cheer the artleſs nymph and ſwain, 
Hark how the woodland rings: 
Now let me hail the breezy morn, 
While mulic flls the vale, 
And liſten to the huntſman's horn, 
Which echoes thro' the dale. 


Beſide the brook, or up the hill, 
Or o'er the flow'ry lawn, 
The lab'ring peaſant trudges ſtill, 

At early peep of dawn : 


Now let me hail, &c, 
L 5 


1 20 ) 


Let me enjoy the rural ſhade, 
Where nature ſmiles around; 
And ev'ry ſwain, and ev'ry maid, 

With innocence is crowun'd. 
Now let me hail, &c. 


ay —— n———_———— — — 
— — 1 * » 


Ss 0 N 6. 


THE LAVENDER GIRL, 


Sung by Mrs. Reeve, at the Lyceum, 


V HENE'ER I view the op'ning dawn, 
And ruddy ſtreaks bepaint the {ky ; 
And birds their flight wing o'er the lawn, 
ther flow'rs and herbs l fly : 
rin cowſlips, marj rom {weet, 
The daily pied, the ſnow drop fair, 
And cry 'em thro' each lane and ſtreet, 
But now my cry's © ſweet lavender.“ 
Four bunches a penny ſweet lavender, 
Four bunches a penny ; 
Come buy my ſweet lavender. 


My dad and mammy both no more, 
By my own labour | muſt live; 
But heaven's manna ſeeds the poor, 
And orphans oft” its aid receive: 
Primroſes, &c. 


f 


( 23: ) 
1 There are men folks and women folks penn'd up to- 
gether, : 
| Like ſo many weathers and ewes at a fair; 
1 Beſides a long booby-hutch, built up for holding 


The whole Corporation, Juſt-aſſes and Mare. 


Then up got a little man into a tub, 
And he look'd juſt as tho't he'd been roll'd in the 
dirt, 
For you could not ſuppoſe he coul'd be very clean, 
When he'd got nothing on but a long black ſhirt ; 
| Excepting a little white ſlobbering bib, 
e Tuck'd under his chin and ſlit in two: 
To be perch'd in a tub, and to wear a black ſhirt, 
I was puzzled to think what a plague he could do. 


For while he did turn up the whites of his eyes, 
And for mercy upon us did heartily prav, 
Another below that fat in a cheſt, 
Was mucking of every word he did fay: 
And when he had fairly tired him out, 
To the very laſt word—to do nothine by halves, 
I verily thought he was going to fight him, 
For he ſtood up and call'd for a couple of ſaves! 


But the little man tho'f he had a black ſhirt on, 
Whipp'd over another as white as a clout, 
And then in a twink, with a twiſt of his fiſt, 
He fat open the tub and he let himſelf out ; 
Upon which he took hold of a poor little babe, 
And as tho'f he had got neither ſhame nor grace, 
He dipj'd his fingers into a trough, 
And iplaſh'd the cold water all over his face. 


Oi: | 


' 
f 
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To be ſure I thought 'twas a ſhameful thing, 
To ſerve a poor babe ſuch a woundy trick, 
For tho'f he did ſqueak like a pig that is ſtuck, 
They did mind him no m-»re than a gooſemunchick ! 
Ods bobs, and I thought if the maggot ſhould bite, 
And they wanted to make but a child of a man, 
Who could tell but in turn ſuch a baby as I, 
May be ſous'd in the trough like a ſop in a pan. 


So I took to my heels and I ſcamper'd away, 
Like a luſty fellow for ſure and ſure, 

And ſwore in my g ts if they ever catch'd I, 
O' the in-a-door-lideof a church any more: 

They ſhould plump me up to the ears in the hog-tro', 
Juſt like a toaſt in a tankard then, 

And ſouſe me and ſop me, and ſop me and ſouſe me, 
A hundred times over and over again. 


S O N. 
DRUNKEN SONG, 


Sung by Mr. Delpini. 


H what a misfortune beſel me to-day, 
As I lock'd for a pretty young girl, 
They tumbled me into a but of ſtrong beer, 
I thought to be drowned therein : 
Be drowned therein, be dr »wned therein, 
I thought to be drowned therein. 


But what is the reaſon 1 reel thus about, 
I'm afraid the beer's got in my head; 
I reel to and fro' like a ſhip in a ſtorm, 
Oh 1 wiſh 1 was ſafe in my bed. 
Sale in my bed, &c. 


—— oo @a_ - ůͥVVVTT— ö 
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Oh what a misfortune befel me to night, 
As I ſwam in a river of beer; 

died to the bottom and then up again, 
And now behold you all fee me here: 
You all ſee me here, &c. 


But what is the reaſon you will not ſtand ſtill, 
I find veu muſt all be drank up; 

I'll put it in my pocket and give it my wiſe, 
And then ſhe will ſleep very well. 
Will ſleep very well, &c. 


S ON. 


DEATH OF MEER. 
Sung by Mrs. Harriſon. 


AIR Hebe, lovely Hebe's gone, 
A clay cold victim lies; 

The roſe-· buds from her cheeks are flown, 

Pale death has clos'd her eyes: 
In awful knell the ſolemn toll 

Increas'd poor Colin's grief ; 
Affliction's load weigh'd down his ſoul, 

His mind knew no relief. 


Oppreſt with anguiſh and defpair, 
With downcaſt eyes he mov'd, 

And tending cloſe the ſable bier, 
Bewail'd the maid he lov'd: 

But when the ſacred rights were paid, 
And earth to heav'n was giv'n, 

In ſorrow's voice he trembling ſaid, 
This is the will of heav'n. 


1 2984 3} | 


Lachi coming day, at bluſh of morn, 
O'er Hebe's grave he ſtands, 

Where waving ſhrubs the ſpot adorn, 
Rais'd by the mourner's hands: 

Hope's cheering rays afford no gleam, 
To eaſe the ſhepherd's lighs ; | 

The hallow'd turf ſeems ever green, 
Bedew'd from Colin's eyes. 


. 


F:LIGND$SHIP, 


RIENDSHIP, thou charmer of the mind, 
Thou ſweet deluding i!!, 

The brighteſt minutes mortals find, 
And ſharpeſt hours we feel. 


Fate has divided all our ſhares, 
Of pleaſure and of pain, 

In love the comforts and the cares 
Are mix'd and join'd again. 


But whilſt in floods our ſorrow rolls, 
And drops of joy are few, 

This dear delight of mingling ſouls, 
Serves but to ſwell our woe. 


Oh why ſhould bliſs depart in haſte, 
And friendſhip ſtay to moan ; 
Why the fond paſſion cling ſo faſt, 

When every joy is gone. 


Yet never let our hearts divide, 
Nor death diſſolve the chain; 
For love and joy were once ally's, - 


And muſt be join'd again. 


( 235 ) 


S O N 6. 


EMMA'S PLAIN r. 


"\ WEET zephyr, tho' midſt roſe-buds playing, 
Or o'er the fragrant meadows ſtraying, 
Waſt tidings of my abſent ſwain ; 
Whether in woodlands wild a rover, 
Or to ſome village maid a lover, 
| Soon ſoon relieve ſad Emma's pain: 
But oh if death has ſnatch'd his breath, 
Ah whiſper, 


Where lies his grave in vale or plain. 


How oft' my Henry, all endearing, 

Has charm'd my ear, all fondly hearing, 
Whilom we view'd th' inconſtant main ; 

He bade adieu, he ſaw my ſorrow, 

And cried, * I'll haſten back to-morrow,” 


Yet he, alas, came not again ; 
But oh, &c. 


For Emma there—no mortal knowing, 
With filent ſtep and eye o'erflowing, 

At eve will ſtea] to vent her pain ; 
Till from her grief each nerve exhauſting, 
Till her poor tender heart-ſtrings burſting, 


She dies to join her clay-cold ſwain : 
Then, oh, &c, 


1 


Ss. ON 6. 


THE G@DDE5S OF MOUNTAINS. 
Sung by Mr. Fonhſtone. 


HE goddeſs of mountains blithe, roſy and frees, 
As the airs that flew round her, had once a fair 
tree, 
Twas liberty call'd — and a fav'rite of Jove, 
And ſweet was the fruit to the bright Queen of love; 
In Albion 'twas planted, its branches ſpread wide, 
Of her ſons and her daughters the glory and pride; 
Tas liberty call'd, and a fav'rite of Jove, 
And ſweet was the fruit to the bright Queen of Love ; 
Tranquil pleaſures, ſofteſt meaſures, | 
Still lead the dance, and give Britons to fing; 
Loving loyal, good and royal, 
A people happy, and honor's their King. 


Our ſly gallic neighbours peep'd into our grounds, 
And fain would have ſcal'd the white walls that ſur- 
round, 

They long'd for our tree when its beauties were known 
But miſſing their aim would have one of their own : 
For this in poor France a vile bramble took root, 
Each leaf is a poignard and bitter the fruit, 
They long'd for our tree when its beauties were known, 
But miſſing tkeir aim would have one of their own : 

| Pity ſleeping, angels weeping, 

Saw the ſavage triumph o'er men, 

Juſtice firing, all inſpiring, 

Drive the tyger into his dan. 


SONG. 
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N 
LORD HOWE AND VICTORY. 


UR ſhips, the guardians of our land, 
Were led by gallant Howe, 
With Britiſh hearts of oak well mann'd, 
To ſeek the boaſting foe; 
The fleet he ſpy'd in order fair, 
Superior numbers found her, 
Reſolv'd for fight, our tars prepare 


To hurl the Britiſh thunder. 
CHORUS. 


Long live the King, from that bright ſoarce 
Let brighteſt honors flow, - 

To bring the laurel wreath be ours 
To grace the hero's brow. 


Their brave Commander now ſurvey 
The ſcene with placid eye, 

His mind each wiſe manœuvre weighs, 
To inſure a victory; 

The fight begins, the broad ſides roar, 
And horrid carnage ſpread, 

With blood the main is purpled o'er, 
The decks are ſtrew'd with dead. 

Long live the King, &c. 


( 238 ) 


The French Commander Howe engag'd, 
With well directed fire, 

The bold yet ikilful war he wag'd, 
Soon ſorc'd him to retire: 

Two French ſhips to the bottom went, 
With all their mangled crew, 

Six others on their ſafety bent, 
Struck to victorious Howe. 

Long live the King, &c. 


SQ 6 
THE COBLER, 


PSALM or a ſong-finging cobler be I, 
Who cares net a ſnap for the proudeſt ; 
I jokes in my ſtall with the girls paſſing by, 
And hammers away with the loudeſt ; - 
My ſoul's made of right honeſt well-wearing ſtuff, 
And my upper-leathers can't be ſurpaſs'd; 
As the very beſt tann'd hide my merry heart's tough, 
Firſt of coblers, I ſtick to my laſt: 


With hammer, awl, and ſharp'ning hone, 
Wax and ſtrap, pegs and paring-knife, 

Briſtles, thread, and lap-ſtone, 

The cobler leads a jolly life; 


Singing 
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Singing loudly all the while, 

Io make his work go merry, 

Tol de rol, lol lol lol de rol lol, 
And heigh down derry. 


When a bachelor ſpruce, all the young giggiſh tits, 
With their eyes a love ſtory would tell, 

Says I, that won't do girl, that ſhoe never fits, 
Till at laſt I got tack'd to my Nell: 

What tho'f now and then Doctor Strap gives advice, 
Our quarrels are unmix'd with gall; 

A kiſs and a {mile makes it up in a trice, 
I'm Nell's, and my Nell is my all. 

With hammer, &c. 


I was ax'd by a maſter to dine at his ſhop, 
Who'd a deuce of a quarrelſome wife, 
Who made the houſe ſhake, aye from bottom to top, 
A vixen ſhe was to the life: 
In her tantrums, her ſpoule ſwore he'd kick her (he was 
vex'd) ( i 
Out of doors if no ſtranger was nigh ; | * 
I ſeeing the gemman and his lady fo perplex'd, f 
Cry'd don't make a ſtranger of I. 
With hammer, &c. 


SONG, 
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S O N G. 


THE CIRELE, 


E meet as a circle, our title's the ſame, 
May the circle of honor be ever our fame; 

May triendſhip and truth be the baſis of all, 

And mirth and good humour be found in our hall; 

And Oh! may we ne'er from this maxim depart, 

The circle of honor engrav'd on the heart. 


The ſun is a circle of ſplendour moſt bright, 
The moon is a circle which governs the night ; 
The ſtars they are circles—the world too, belide, 
Is a well-ballanc'd circle on which we all ride: 
Then from this firm maxim let's never depart, 
The circle of honor engrav'd on the heart, 


If Britain muſt join in the loud din of war, 

Now heard in the nations both near and afar, 
May glory attend her from pole unto pole, 
Wherever winds blow, and wherever ſeas roll; 
And, Oh! may ſhene'er from this maxim depart, 
The circle of honor engrav'd on the heart. 


May each to his friend be both conſtant and true, 
And anger or malice be far from our view, 

May ev'ry good prelident live long to reign, 
And give the old bumper again and again: 

And ſtill may we ne'er from this maxim depart, 
The circle of honor engray'd on the heart. 


( 241 ) 


S O N G. 
THE WESTERN SKY- 
Sung by Sig. Lazæarini. 


HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With ev'ry pleaſing ray, 
And, flocks reviving, felt no more 
The ſultry heat of day ; 
When from an hazel's artleſs bow'r, 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue, 


He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the bow'r, 


While Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 


Let fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, 

Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden every grove : 


But endleſs bleſſings crown the day, 


I faw fair Eſham's dale, 
And ev'ry bleſſing finds its way, 30 
To Nancy of the Vale. | is 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair, 

To her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow my future care: 

And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thoſe charms forego, 

The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall _ to flow. 
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S O N G. 


THE ROSES OF PLEASURE, 


F life's a rough path, as the ſages have ſaid, 
Ein Hints and with weeds and with briars beſpread; 
Where the ſcorpions of envy, and adders of hate, 
Conceal'd in cluſe ambuſh to wound us await ; 

It ſurely is wiſdom to ſoften the ſcene, 
By ſtrewing the roſes of pleature between. 


Yes, Nature intended that man ſhould be bleſt, Fre: 

Since the ſocial affections the plac'd in his breaſt; Anc 

And he who moroiely would mar her deſign, But 

| Delerves in a defert for ever to pine, I wi 
Without one gay vilion his ſoul to ſerene, 

Or ſtrew the {weet roſes of p.calure between. Wi 

All: 

Anc 

Then crown me the goblet, that ſuother of care, The 


And call wit and beauty the banquet to thare ; 
Bid that o'er my reaſon, and this o'er my tenſe, 


The charms of their heart-touching magic diſpenſe ; As1 
To fing o'er life's path a ſft carpet of green, Iſti 
And ſtrew tlie ſweet roſes of pleaſure between. jd 


SONG. 
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S O N G. 


CELIA, 


Sung at Bermondſey Spa. 


Y the ſide of a grove at the foot of a hill, 

Where whiſper'd the beech and where murmur'd 
the rill, 

I vow'd to the muſes my tin: e and my care, 

Since neither could win ine the ſmiles of the fair. 


Free I rang'd like the birds, like the birds free I ſung, 
And Celia's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
But if a ſmo9th accent delighted my ear, 

I with'd unawares that my Celia might hear, 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd. 

Alluſive to none but the nymph I ador'd, 
And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


As long as of nature the charms I purſue, 


I ſtill muſt my Celia's dear image renew, 


For the Graces have choſen with Celia to rove, 
Aud the Muſes are all in alliance with love. 


M 2 SONG. 
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S O N 6.“ 


HYMN TO LIBERTY, 


Parodied by T. Dutton. 


ONG her hapleſs fate bemoaning, 
France, by lawleſs pow'r oppreſt, 

Under faction's bondage groaning, 

Sighs in vain to be redreſs'd : 
See deſolation, ſee deſolation, 

Wide her raven wings expand, 

Who ſhall fave a ruin'd land, 
Who reſtore a fallen nation? 


Mark the progreſs of ſedition, 
See the bluody flag unfurl'd ; 

See them, urg'd by mad ambition, 
Graſp the ſceptre of the world: 

A race det-ſted, race deteſted, 
Hireling tools to factions baſe ; 
Dare the patriot's name diſgrace, 

And w& the tyrant unmoleſted. 


Freedom hides, with bluſhes tained, 
Low her f2ce in humble duſt, 

Since her ſacred name prophaned, 
Sanctions tyrannv and luſt : 

With deteſtatiun, with deteſtation 
Views, and as ſhe views their crimes, 
Wings her flight to ha, pier climes, 


Where juſtice rules, and laws protect the nation. 


Hail! 


—— 


—— 
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Hail! by heav'n itſelf defended, 
Hail Britannia's happy iſle ; 

Loyalty and freedom blended, 

Here in ſweeteſt union ſmile: 

Thy conſtitution, thy conſtitution, 
Like the rocks that guard thy land, 
Still impregnable ſhall ſtand, 

Secure from change and revolution. 


S O N G.* 


WHEN THE MORNING PEEPS FORTH, 


the morning peeps forth and the zephyr's 
cool gale 


Carries fragrance and health over mountain and dale; 
Up ye nymphs and ye ſwains, and together we'll rove, 
Up hill, down the valley, by thicket or grove: 

Then follow with me where the welkin reſounds, 
With the notes of the horn and the cry of the hounds, 


Let the wretched be ſlaves to ambition and wealth, 
Al! the bleſſings we aſk are the bleſſings of health; 
So ſhall innocence' felt give a warrant to joys, 

No envy diſturbs, no dependance deſtroys: 

Then fullow with me, &c. 


O' er hill, dale, and woodland, with rapture we roam, 
Yet returning we find dearer pleaſures at home; 

Where the chearful good humour gives honeſty grace, 
And the heart ſpeaks content in the ſmiles of the face: 
Then follow with me, &c. 


M 3 | SONG. 
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so N 6.8 
WHEN 15085 NATIONS, 


W HEN angry nations ruſh to arms, 


And dare Britannia's peace moleſt; 


Whilſt diſcord ſcunds her dire alarms, 

And fills with rage each hoſtile breaſt : 
The gallant tar, at hcnor's call, 

Springs forth to mett his country's foes, 
And, fix'd to conquer or to fall, 

His breaſt with martial ardour glows, 


Behold him in the dreadful ſcene, 
Where heroes fall to riſe no more, 
He braves his fate with dauntleſs mien, 
And bids the thund'ring cannons roar : 
No fears appal a manly mind, 
Or, if perchance he heave a ſigh, 
"Tis for the girl he left behind —- 
A {ſailor never dreads to die. 


In honor's deathleſs page enroll'd, 
Conſpicuous ſhines each ſailor's name: 
Each guardian of his native land, 
Whoſe bolom nobly pants for fame: 
On them the Britiſh fair beſtow 
Their choiceſt ſmiles, their favors ſweet, 
When crown'd with laurel from the foe, 
They lay their wreath's at beauty's feet, 


SONG, 
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| S O N G. 


WILLIAM OF THE FERRY, 


FT” as on Thames's banks I ſtray, 
Where nymphs and ſwains appear, 
From all their ſports I turn away, 
If William be not there: 
The nvmphs all laugh, 
The ſwains all quaff 
Their cvder, ale, and perry; 
They nod and wink, 
While health they drink 
| To William of the ferry. 


When on the ſtream the youths attend, 
Their manly ſkill to ſhow, 
With rival force the oar they bend, 
And o'er the ſurface row: 
But none, I'm ſure, 
E'er ply the oar, 
Or ſteer ſo well the wherry, 
As he who won 
) The prize alone, 


Young William of the ferry. 


Such bliſs to me his ſmiles impart, 
Whene'er he talks of love, 

That now I find my yieldins heart 
Does all his hopes approve: 

0. 35 | _ 
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So Hymen's bands 
Shall join our hands ; 
Then I'll be blithe and merry, 
And ſing thro' life, 
The happy wite, 
To William of the ferry. 


S ON G. 


TISs NO FAULT OF MINE, 


ON Damon has woo'd me a monſt'rous long 
time, 
I dare fay a twelvemonth at leaſt ! 
But courtſhip's fo pieaſaiit when youth's in its prime, 
The date of it cannot be gueſo'd: 
Oh how I did laugh when I thought I could vex, 
Or cu ſe him in anguiſh to pine; 
Indeed 'tis the faſhion of all our kind ſex, 
So you know it is no fault of mine. 


The more contin! w-s he, the more flippant was I, 
In his ü hs I enjoy'd freſh delight; 

Wh-n he a{k' 1 tor a kiſs, though TI long'd to comply, 
Yet tertur'] myſelf out of ſpite: 

When befund me reſolv'q all his hopes to perplex, 
He foriook me and left me to pine, 

Indced *tis the trſhion with that cruel ſex, 
So you ku it i» no tault of mine. 
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How ſhort were the minutes when Damon was near, 
| Now each moment's as long as a day; 
And winter's dark mantle envelopes the year, 
Though then ev'ry ſeaſon was May: 
Ill ſeek the dear youth and heal the keen ſmart, 
Declare I to pity incline, 
If then he refuſes my hand and my heart, 
Why, you know, 'twill be no fault of mine. 


S 0 N 6. 


THE FIRST OF JUNE, 


| ME let us raiſe the war-like lay, 

Let fame her trump attune, 

In glad remembrance of the day, 
The glorious firſt of June : 

When Britiſh Tars oft' ere awhile, 

| Did new renown obtain, 

And bravely prov'd their favor'd Iſle 
Still miſtreſs of the main: 

Triumphant ſhall our navies plough 
The ſeas from ſhore to ſhore, 

| And France in future times know Hows 

To conquer as before. 


Emerging from his bed of rocks, 
) Old Neptune eager roſe, 
Then ſternly ſhook his briny locks, 
'To view the the mighty foes; 
M5 
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Vain Gallia, cry'd the fring gce, 
Deteſted be their cauſe, 


_ Who'd rule the world with iron rod, 


And break true freedom's lars : 

Theſe foaming billows foon ſhall flow 
Beſtain'd with purple gore, 

And Frenchmen to their coſt know Howe 
To conquer as before. 


The foe defied this dread decree, 
Refolv'd, with naval might, 

To win the empire of the fea, 
Or perilh in the fight: 

Tremendous then the battle 1ac'd, 
The waves ſcem'd all on fire, 

And dauntleſs {hip and ſhip engag'd, 
While tame did each inſpire : 

Some ſtruck, while others moving flow, 
To gain their native ſhore, 

Proclaim that Britiſh Tars know Hows 
To conquer as before. 


N 


THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 


OR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant {hip up channel ſteer'd, 


And, ſcudding under eaſy fail, 

The high blue weſtern land appear'd, 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 

By the deep nine. 

6 


—— — — —— 
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Then bearing up to gain the port, 
Some well known object kept in view; 
An abbey tow'r, an harbour fort, 
Or beacon, to the veſſel true: 
While oft the lead the {eoman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot ſung, 
By the mark ſeven. 


And as the much lov'd ſhore we near, 
With tranſports we behold the roof 

Where dwells a friend or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof: 

The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 

And to the watchful pilot fung, 
Quarter lels five. 


N 


WHEN I WAS A CHIT, 


HEN I was a chit, juſt enter'd my teens, 
And the men would be aſking a kiſs; 


Thinks I to myſelf, T ſcarce know what it means, 


But I think I ought not to ſay yes: 
To be ſure it was fine, 
| When they call'd me divine, 
Tho' I've ſimper'd and cry'&—let me go, 
O dear, Sir! O la! ; 
I'll acquaint my Mamma, 
If thus you keep teazing and ſqueezing me ſo, 


M6 Improving 
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Improving in {kill as advancing in years, 
Each leſſon of love got by heart, 
More eager my hopes, more decided my ſears, 
Pure nature ſought refuge in art— 
At each ſwain that drew nigh, 
I look'd under my eye, 
And loiter'd, pretending to go: 
If preſt to nit down, 
I exclaim'd with a frown, 


How dare you keep teazing and ſqueezing me ſo, 


Coqueting's now o'er, and, ſettled for life, 
Each feeling is fairly confeſs'd; 
Attach'd to the duties of parent and wife, 
"Tis nature ſtill reigns in the breaſt : 
To my heart's boſom friend 
I no coolneſs pretend, 
Nor from him ſeem anxious to go; 
Nor ever complain, 
With affected diſdain, 
Eut doubt whether ſqueezing be teazing or no. 


S O N 6.“ wel 
JOYS THAT ARE PURE. 
Sung in Sampſon. 
OYS that are pure, fincerely good, 
Shall then o'ertake me like a flood; 


Where peace and truth do ever ſhine, 
Wich love that's perfectly divine. 


4 SONG. 


ED 
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S O N G.* 

O PITY A MAIDEN, 

| Sung by Miſs Milne. 
VI youths, whereſoever ye wander ſo free, 


pray give attention and liſten to me, 
For truly my caſe is diſtreſſing and hard, 
If none of your ſex will my counſel regard: 
If you wiſh for a wife, 
To be happy for life, 
Here's one that will ſell you a heart for a heart; 
Come, come, prithee buy, 
Orelſe ! _ die, 
O pity a maiden and pray take ker : | 
* Ah do- ah do— — | 
O pity a maiden and pray take her part. 


—— 


| 
Full ſeventeen ſuramers have now roll'd along, | | 
And ſtill Im unmarvied-——a little too long! 
But, ſince I have waited the time I have faid, | 
IIl tell you the huſband I now wiſh to wed; 
Good ſenſe I muſt find, | 
In the youth to my mind, 
Not a fop, or a coxcomb, can e'er touch my heart; 
No, no—he muſt be 
3 ans temper'd and free— 
» pity a maiden and pray take her part. 
1 Ah do, &c. a . 
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Should you turn in your minds now a virgin's advice, 
I charge you, ye bachelors, don't be too nice, 
Thoꝰ for virtue and fo forth I may ſtand the teſt, 
O, you'll find me no more than a woman at beſt ! 
Indeed it is true, 
So mind what you do, 
Ere you dare for the temple of Hymen to ſtart ; 
But ſhould you incline, | 
Hand and heart to entwine, | 
O, pity a maiden and pray take her part, 


— — 


Ah do—ah do, &c. 
S O NG. 
Sung in Lodoiſta 6 


ſtreams that round my priſon creep, 
If on your molly banks you ſee | 
My gallant lover ſtand and weep, 
Oh, murmur this command from. me— 
*'Thy miſtreſs bids thee haſte away, 
And thun the broad-ey'd watchful day. 


Ye gales that love to hear me ſigh, 
If in your breezy flight you lee, 
My dear Floreſki ling'ring nigh, 
O, whiſper this command from me— 
Thy miſtreſs bids thee haſte away, 
And ſhun the broad-ey'd watchful day.” | 


—— — — 
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S O N G.* 
SATAN'S VISIT TO THE JACOBIN CLUB, 


(Tune—To Anacreon in heav'n.) 


old ſatan in hell, where he ſat in grim glee, 
The jacobin club lately ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be, 
When this anſwer arriv'd from the prince of ſedition; 
To blaſt branch and fruit 
Of Religion's firm root, 
I'll lend you mv aid, and to favor your ſuit, 
I'll meet you at Paris, and there we'll combine, 
To deſtroy all that's moral, that's juſt, and divine. 


When the kiſs and fraternal embraces we're o'er, 
And the Preſident came their deſigns to unfold, 
Nick ſhudder'd with horror and ſweat at each pore, 
And his blood ran alternately hot and then cold; 
Then lifting his eyes 
With ſtrong marks of ſurpriſe, 
He utter'd this truth, tho' the father of lies 
* Your worth ſo tranſcendent ſhould reign in my ſead,* 
And abaſh'd at ſuch rivalihip hung down his head. 


When compos'd, * Sirs,' ſays he, I would have you to 
know, 
You muſt pack off your preachers, your teachers, 
and friars, 
For Religion ſubverted muſt be at a blow, 
And liberty bymns muſt be chaunted for prayers: 
bem 


— 


( 156 ) 
Then lead the new patron 
As far as the porch, 
And I'll warrant I'll ſoon make my way into church: 
There ſpurn at the altar, and kick down, to boot, 
The ſanctified water, with hell's cloven foot.” 


* This nuiſance remov'd, we may rapidly run, 
Thro' the ſtages of anarchy, pillage, and blood,” 
days the preſident that and much more ſhaſl be done, 

And 3 of Monarchs ſhall mix with the 
Then Satan replied, 
J thank you beſide, 
T've a plan to ſpread miſchief extenſively wide! 
Aſſiſt but in this, you may firmly depend, 
On the warmth of my gratitude world without end. 


Then mark that old manſion, juſt over the way, 
Where Britons thrive better on ale than on wine; 
Its foundation is good, built of Freeſtone they ſay, 
John Bull is the landlord, but no friend of mine: 
The fellow has got, 
Of ground a rich ſpot, 
And thoſe who're induſt'rous may each have a lot; 
And there corn and grain moſt abundantly grow, 
For the maxim is labour, and God ſpeeds the plough. 


Still grateful for bleſſings, and virtuous, and juſt, 
 Hisexample's the bane both of you and of me; 
Sedition excite and inſpire dark miſtruſt, 
Or hell a mere holiday bonfire will be: 
Then ſkip o'er that kennel, 
Uſurp'd as his channel, 
And decry hoſpit»lity, roaſt beef, and flannel, . 
Then Briton by Briton will ſoon be undone, 


Ca ira, ca ira, and the day is our own. 
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Britannia with looks of ineffable ſcorn, 
Deſpiſes their threats and their malice defies; 
And Religion, in pureſt ſimplicity born, 
With confidence leaves to the care of the fkies: 
Still her commerce ſhall glide 
Secure on the tide, 
Protected by Howe, and by Hood, and Macbride, 
Whilſt their laurels wav'd over old ocean's expanſe, 
Make the ſea irreliſtible poifon to France. 


Now Britain preſerv'd, each refractory fon 
At his error with ſhame and confuſion ſhall burn; 
The flames of ſedition m-ſt carefully ſhun, 
And the child that bas ſtrayed to his parent return: 
Then Britons ng:ee, 
Be united and free, 
Nor licentiouſneſs graft on fair Liberty's Tree; 
Its excreſcences prune leſt too far they extend, 


And its verdure ſhall fouriſh till time's at an end. 


Conven'd at John's manſion, in ſpite of, our foes, 
With the gods we'll rej ice, and the heart ſhall aſpire, 
But the windows which look towards France we will 
cloſe, 
Left the light of philoſophy put out our fire: 
At the frog in the fable, 
We. laugh ſince were able, 
Give thanks for our plenty and dine at one table, 
Then Britannia ſhall ſinile whilſt we loyally ſing, 
The roaſt beef of Old England, and God ſave the King. 


SONG. 
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S ON G.* 


LOVE WAS ONCE A HARMLESS CHILD, 
Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


OVE was once a harmleſs child, 
Sweet cateſſes charm'd his heart; 
Now by uealth d pow'r beguil'd, 
All his artleſs joys depart. 


I have lov'd with pureſt truth, 
But I vainly ſought his aid ; 

He ſmiles but on the wealthy youth, 
He only hears the ſplendid maid. 


Oh, happy days when love was kind, 

Then heav'n had giv'n her to my arms; 
And gold had ne'er defil'd a maid, 

By nature matchleſs as her charms, 


s o N s. 
Sung in Lodoiſta. 
WEET bird that cheer'ſt the heavy hours 


Of winter's dreary reign, 
O, ſtill exert thy tuneful pow'rs, 
And pour the vocal ſtrain. 


62599 
Go not to ſeek a ſcanty fare 
From nature's frozen hand, 
Whilſt I, with gratitude, prepare 
The food thy wants demand. 


Domeſtic bird, with me remain, 
Until next verdant ſpring 

Again hall bring the woodland train 
Their grateful tribute bring. 


Sweet Robin, then thou may'ſt explore, 
And join the feather'd throng, 

And ev'ry vocal buſh ſhall pour 
The energy of ſong. 


S O N G. 


THINK NOT, MY LOYE. 


HINK not, my love, when ſecret grief 


Preys on my ſadden'd heart, 
Think not [ wiſh a mean relief, 
Or would from ſorrow part: 
Dearly I prize the ſiah ſincere, 
That my true fondneſs prove: 
Nor could I bear to check the tear 
That flows from hopeleſs love. 


Alas! though doom'd to hope in vain, 
The joys that love requite ! 

Yet will I cheriſh all its pain, 
With {ad but dear delight: 

This treaſur'd grief, this lov'd deſpair, 
My lot for ever be; 

But, deareſt, may the pangs I bear 
Be ever known to thee, 


9 
* 
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S ON G. 
©UR TOPSAIL'S A-TRIP, 


By a Gentleman of the Navy. 


O topſail's a- trip, and our anchor's a- weigh, 
To far diſtant climes from my Fanny I ſtray; 


Tho' borne by falſe winds, ſtill thy failox is true, 
'Tho' wand'ring he's conſtant to love and to you. 


The rock-daſhing billows that loudly do roar, 


The ſurge that rebounds from yon leſſening ſhore, 


Seem to ſwell with tears, and the boiſterous wind, 
To increaſe with my ſighs, to leave thee behind, 


When perils ſurround I'll think of my love, 

The ſothing idea all fears will remove: 

With ſifety I plough through the dangerous main, 
With grief now we part to meet happy again, 


S O NG. 
FAIR MARIA OF THE DALE, 


5 IS not the tint of ruby hue, 
That bluſhes on the ſull blown roſe, 


Nor pearly drops of morning dew, 


Diſtilling where the lily blows; 


Not 


n * 


ns. thc 9. 
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Nor fragrant gales that ſcent the air, ; 
Nor ſweets exhal'd from flowing vale ; 

Not all theſe beauties can compare, 
With fair Maria of the Dale. | 


The ſhepherds of the plains declare | 
They ne'er have ſeen ſo ſweet a maid; 1 
And whilſt they view the charming fair, | 
Love doth their eaſy hearts invade: 
If the but ſmiles each blithſome ſwain, | 
Steps forth to breathe his am'rous tale; | 
For every {ſhepherd ſtrives to gain, | | 
1 

? 


The lov'd Maria of the Dale. 


S O N 6.“ 


THE SILVER MOON IS BLINKING, [ 


OW ſweet, when the ſilver moon is blinking, 
Through meads to wander flow and mute, 4 
And of ſome abſent lover thinking, | 
Liſten to the tender lute ; 
Or at the jocund dawn of day, 
When feather'd choirs are ſinging O! 
And ſprightly ſound the ſportive lay, 
And village bells are ringing O: 
To the merry merry {train to dance and play, 
And over the greenſward trip away. 


While the love-lorn maid is fondly ſighing, 
Let muſic ſoſt her ears aſfail; 

In plaintive murmurs, breezes dyiig, 
Liſten to the tender tale. 

Or at the jocund, &c. 
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S O N 6.“ | 


BOB OF THE MILL, 


Y heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt, 
My body's as found as a roach, 

- 'Tho' in gay ſangled garments I never was dreſt, 

Nor ſtuck up my nob in a coach: 

If fortune reſuſes to flow with my ſtream, 
My lacks with her riches to fill, 

Why ſurely 'tis fortune alone that's to blame, 
And not honeſt Bub of the mill. 


My bre7ſ is as artleſs and blithe as my lay, | 
From my cottage content never flies; 

Ste is ſure to reward the ſatigue of the day, | 
And I know how to value the prize: 

Would the girl that I love then but give me her hand, 
The w rid it may wag as it will, 

I dety the fiſt 'tquire or lord of the land, 

; To dithunor plain Bob of the mill. 


S ON 6.“ 


THRO' GRovES SEQUESTERED. 


HROUGH eroves ſequeſter'd, dark, and ſtill, 
Lu vzles:nd moſſy cells among; 
In ſilent paths the careleſs rill, 


With languid murmur ſteals along : 
Awhile 
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Awhile it plays with circling ſweep, 
And lingering leaves its native plains, 
Then pours impetu..us down the ſteep, 
And mingles with the boundleſs main. 


O let my years thus devious glide, 
Through filent {ſcenes obſcurely calm, 

Nor wealth nor ſtrife pollute the tide, 
Nor honur's fanguinary palin: 

When labour tires and pleofure palls, 
Still let the ſtream unruffled be, 

As down the ſteep of age it falls, 
And mingles with eternity. 


. 


IF TRUTH CAN FIX. 


F truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim, 

He feels the paſh..n void of art, 

The pure the conſtant flame: 

Though fighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love contemn, 

They only prize the ber uteous ſhell, 
But flight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſhon cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtrys the tranſient fire, 
But when the mit dl receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire: 
By age y ur beauty will decay, 
Your mind improve with years, 
As when the ble ſſom fades away, 
The rip'ning fruit appears. 
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S ON G.* 


TUG AT THE OAR, 


H! think on my fate, once I freedom enjoy d, 
Was as happy as happy could be; 
But pleaſure is fled, even hope is deſtroy'd, 
A captive, alas! on the ſea : 
I was ta'en by the foe—'twas the fiat of fate, 
To tear me from her I adore! 
When thought brings to mind my once kappy ſtate, 
I figh—while 1 tug at the oar, 


Hard—hard is my fare !—Oh how galling my chain! 
My life's ſteer'd by miſery's chart; 

And though gainſt my tyrants I ſcorn'd to complain, 
Tears guſh forth to eaſe my full heart: 

I diſdain cen to ſhrink, tho' I feel the ſharp laſh ; 
Yet my breaſt bleeds for her I adore! - 

While around me the unfeeling billows will daſh, 
I figh—and ſtill tug at the oar. 


How fortune deceives ! I had pleaſure in view, 
The port where {he dwelt we'd in view; 

But the wiſh'd nuptial morn was o'erclouded with woe, 
And, dear Anne, I was hurried from you: 

Our Shallop was boarded, and I borne away, 
To behold my dear Anna no more; 

But deſpair waſtes my ſpirits, my form feels decay, 
He ſigh'd —and expir'd at the car, 


SONG. 
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S8 ON 6. 


ANNA'S LULLARY. 


Sung by Mr. Foln\one. 


N a bank of ſweeteſt flowers, 
Where the roſe and lily vie, 

There the maid beguil'd ſad hours, 

Anna there ſung lullaby ; 

Anna there ſung lullaby, 

Lullaby, lullaby, 

Anna there ſung lullaby, 

Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, lullaby. 


Her ſoul's treaſure from her parted, 
Gone to conquer or to die, 
dhe exclaims, quite broken hearted, 
* Cannons roar his lullaby. 
Lullaby, &c. 


May the hand of heaven defend him, 
Turn the balls that round him fly, 
To his Anna's arms ſaſe fend him, 
* There in peace ling lullaby.” 
Lullaby, &c. 
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S O N G,* 
THE BRITISH VOLUNTEERS. 


OUDLY let the c'2rion blow, 
Britannia ſcorns her bitt'reſt foe, 
Nor hoſtile fleets, nor armies ſears, 
Protected by her Volunteers. 


Whilſt gallant Howe commands the main, 
Ncr Galia dares the {ca again, 

Exch true-born Britn's heort it cheers, 
To ſce our noble Vciunteers, 


Sedition foul ſhall hide its head. 

Ana lurking treaſon vengeance dread, 
Since Dritain new fo proudly rears 
Her brave, Ler gallant, Voluntcers. 


Let youthful virtue grow in peace, 
Let gage repoſe itielf at caſe, 

Let beauty wipe away her tears, 
Thus guarded by her Volunteers. 


Loud ther; let the clarion blow, 
Britannia icons each enviuus foe; 
Nor k:T:lc fteets nor armics fears, 


Protected by her Volunteers. 


SONG, 
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$ O N 6.“ 


AS I WALKED THRO' BEISTOL CITY. 


Sung by Mr. Huttley. 
S I walk'd thro' Briſtol city I heard a fair maid 


ling, 

In behalf of her ſailor, her Country, and her King, 
And ſhe did fing ſo ſweetly, and fo ſweetly ſung the, 
That of all the forts of a calling, why a ſailor for me. 


You may know my jolly ſailor, whereſodever he does 
rove, 

He's ſo neat his behaviour, and ſo true to his love: 

His teeth are white as ivory, his cheeks like the damaſk 
roſe, 

So you may know my jolly ſailor whereſoever he goes. 


For your ſailors are men of honor, and men of courage 
bold, 

If they go to fight their enemies they are not to be con- 
troul'd, 

If they go on board a man of war, where thund'ring 
:annons roar, | 

They venture their lives for gold and ſpend it freely 

| on ſhores. 


N 2 ANSWER, 
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—— —ę— 
ANSWER, 


Come, come, my pretty Polly, come fit thee down by 
me, 

For now, my pretty Polly, come ſit thee down by me, 

For now, my pretty Molly, you and I will agree; 

Fur my Molly is an angel, all dreſt in willow green, 


And ſhe be like any lady, or a beautiful queen. 


Prettv Poll has got a colour like the roſes in June, 

And ſhe plays upon the harp licol a melodious fine tune, 

Her lips are red as rubies, her eyes as black as ſloes, 

So you may know my pretty Polly whereſomdever the 
goes. 


In build my love a caſtle on yonder high ground, 

Where no lord nor monarch can e're pull it down ; 

For the King he can but love his Queen, and my dear 
I can do the ſame, 


And you ſhall be my ſhepherdeſs, and I'll be your 
dear ſwain. 


Ss 0.6, 


1115 FORM BY NATURE'S HAND WAS CAST, 


IS form by nature's hand was caſt, 
1 In beauty's manly mould; 
His heart a coſtly jewel was, 
Cas'd in a ſhrine of gold; 
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The gods in heav'nly ſynod met, 
And each a bleſſing gave, 

Wiſe, valiant, virtuous he became, 

But, ah! he was a flave. 


He ſerv'd as ſlave yet never ſerv'd, 

A proud unworthy dame ; 
He lov'd as youth ne'er lov'd before, 

But fed a hopeleſs flame: 
For hard the heart of her he hd, 
And ſtubborn was her pride, 

One day ihe drove him from her fight, 

He bow d, obey'd, and dy'd. 


And never ſhall his mournful tale 
Soft pity fail to move; 
Nor was there one who ſaw the youth, 
That ever fail'd in love: 
And was it then that fortune's blind, 
Or was it fortune's ſpite, 
O take away her pow'r, ye gods, 
Or give her back her ſight. 


S O N . 
LOVE. 


OVE's a ſweet, a gen'rous paſſion, 
That ein ev'ry vice controul ; 
Rund the globe in ev'ry nation, 


Love dues humanize the ſoul: 
N 2 
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Love can ſoften ſavage nature, 
And hne ſentiment impart ; 
Love can brighten up each feature, 
Ard with rapture fill the heart. | 


Love to ſocial friendſhip bres us, 
Greateſt good this fide the grave, 
Love to noble deeds inſpires us, 
Love can make e'en cowards brave: 
See two hearts by love united, 
Greater joys can ne'er be found ; 
With each other they're delighted, 
And with bliſs ſupreme they're crown'd. 


— 
30 N G. 


GENTLE LOVE, 


ENTLE love this hour befriend me, 
To my eyes reſign thy dart; 
Notes of melting muſic lend me, 
To diſſolve a frozen heart: 
Chill as mcuntain ſnow her boſom, 
Tho' I tender language uſe; 
"Tis by cold indiff rence frozen | 
To my arms and to my muſe, 


See, my dying eyes are pleading, * 
Where a broken heart appears; ö 

For thy pity interced'ng, | 
With the eloquence of tears: 
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While the lamp of life is fad iu, 
Aud beneath thy coldueſs dies, 

Death my ebbing pulſe invailing, 
Take my ſbul into thine eves. 


. 
FAIRER THAN Fail EDEN'S BOW'n, 


"AIRER than fair Eden's bow'r, 
T Fri dip, 2ode vis heavinly bright, 
Droppin” ma buimy ihow'r, 
Breath: concord and c.elight : 
When we el thy lacred me 
Glow with ardour in our heart, 
The flame inſpires us with ieſire, 
To relieve each other's ſniart, 


S O N 6.“ 


HARK, HARK, ELI ZAS TUNEFUL VOICE. 


Sunz by Maſter Phelps. 


ARK, hark, Eliza's tuneſul voice 
Gives harmony to love's ſoft ſong; 
Huſh ev'ry rude and vulgar note, 
Ye zephyrs ſoftly breathe along. 


Sce love herſelf ſtands liſt'ning by, 
While Cupids hover round, 
Let not the tender heaving ſigh. 
Diſturb the magic ſound. 
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Tis heav'n to hear Eliza's voice, 
When love inſpires the ſong, 

But ah! how muſt that ſwain rejoice 
Whole nume hei notes prolong, 


S O N G. 


JaCK AT THE WINDLASS 


Sung 5y Mr. Fawcett. 


>, OME, all hands ahoy, to the anchor, 


From friends and relations to go; 
Pol! blubbers and cries —devil thank her 
She'll ſoon take another in tow : 
This breeze like the old one will kick us 
About on the boiſterous main, 
And one day, if death does not trick us, 
Ferhaps we may come back again: 


CHORUS. 


With a will-ho, then, pull away, jolly boys, 
At the mercy of fortune we go, 

Wee in for it, then what fully, boys. 
For to be down-hearted, yo-ho. 


Our Boatſwain takes care of the rigging, 
More eſpecially when he gets drunk ; 
The bob ſtays ſupply him with {wigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk: 


— 


— 
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The ſtudding-ſail ſerves for a hammceck, 
With the clue-lines he bought him his call, 
While enfigns and jncks, in a mammoc, 
He fold, to buy trinkets for Poll. 
With a will-ho, &c, 


Oſt the Purſer, this here is the maxim, 
Slops, grog, and proviuons, he facks ; 
How he'd look, if you was but to ax bim, 
With the Captain's-clerk who ' tis goes ſnacks? 
O! he'd find it another - guſs ſtory, 
That would bring his bare back to the cat, 
If His Majeſtv's honor and glory 
Was on:y juſt told about that. 
With a will ho, Ke. 


The Chapla in's both holy and godly 
And ſets up for heaven agog; 
Yet, to my mind, he looks rather oddly. 
When he's {wearing and diinking of grog 
When he took on his knee Bettv Bowler, 
And talk'd of her beauty and charms, 
Cry'd I, which is the way to heav'n now, Sir?” 
Why, you dog, cry'd the Chaplain, * her arms!” 
With a will-ho, &c. 


The Gunner's the devil of a lubber, 
The Carfindo can't filh a maſt; 
The Surzeun's a lazy land-lubber, 
The Matter can't ſteer if he's aft : 
The Lieutenants conceit are all wrapt in, 
The Mates hardly merit their flip; 
Nor is there a ſwab, but the Captain, 
Knows the item from the ſtern of the ſhip, 
With a will- ho, &c. 
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Now tore and aft having abus'd them, 
Juſt but for my {ancy and gig, 

Could I find any one that ill us'd them, 
D- me but I'd tickle his wig: 

Jack never was known for a railer, 
"Twas fun ev'ry word that I ſpokes 

And the ſign of a true-hearted failor, 
Is to give and to take a good joke, 

With a will-ho, &c, 
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HEN firſt thy ſoſt lips I but civilly preſs'd, 
Eliza how great was my bliſs! 
The fatal contagion ran quick to my breaſt, 
I loſt my poor heart with a kiſs. 


And now, when ſupremely thus bleſt with your fight, 
I ſcarce can my tranſports reſtrain : 

I wiln, and I pant, to repeat the delight, 
And kiſs you again and again. 


In raptures I wiſh to enjoy all thoſe charms, 
Still ſtealing from favor to favor; 

Now, now, O ye gods, let me fly to her arms, 
And kiſs you for ever and ever, 


— ——— — — — — 


© SONG. 
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S O N 6.“ 
KNOWING JOE, 
Sung by Mr. Malters. 


WAS call'd knowing Joe by the boys of our town, 
Old dad taught me wiſely to know folk ; 

Cod I was fo ſharp when they laughing came down, 
I axt huw doſt do, to the ſhew folk : 

I could chaunt a good ſtave, that | know very, well, 
No boy of my age could talk louder, 

Crack a joke, tip the wink, a droll ſtory tell, 
Of my cleverneſs tov none were prouder : 

So thinks I its better nor following plough, 
To try, with theſe youths, to queer low folks, 

Their meaſter I met and I made him a bow, 


/y 


(How do you do, Sir, ſays I, I've a mighty notion of 
turning actor- man, l'm main liſſome, boxes, wreſt- 
leſs, and cudgels very pretty, dances a good jig, 
and can play the very devil—then TI) 


Ax'd a place, and ſo joinꝰd with the ſhew-folk. 


The pleace that I got I determin'd to keep, 
But, odzockers, they all were ſodrolliſh, 
Kings, coblers, and tavlors, a prince or a ſweep, 
Aud jaw'd fo at I, I look'd fooliſh; 
N & Ther 
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Their daggers and ſwords cod they handled fo cute, 


And their leadies were all fo bewitching, 

M ben I thought to be droll I wasalways ſtruck mute, 
As the bacon-rack hangs in our kitchen: 

They 2x'd me to ſay how the coach was at door, 
\When were ſeated above and below folk, 

Feges I was fo theam-fac'd I flupp'd on the floor, 


(A kind of a fort of ciddineſs ſeiz'd me all over, the 
candles danc'd tle hays, 'twere dimmiſh as a ſcotch 
miſt, I dropped down dead as a ſhot) 


And {wounded away *mong the ſhew-folk.. 


dey laugk'd fo and jeer'd me as never wur zeen, 
All manner of fancies were playing ; 

One night I was ſent for to wait on a queen, 

(I believes it were queen Hamlet of Dunkirk) 

Not thinking the plan they were laying : 

My leady ſhe died in ber chair next her ſpouſe, 
While with pins me behind they were pricking, 

All at once I ſcream'd out, lent her grace ſuch a douſe 
That alive ſhe was ſoon aye and kicking : 

The people all laug'd at and hooied poor I, 
And the c:mical do-s did me {o joke, 

Fhat I made but one ſtep without bidding good by, 


(From their ſtea ge, cod I never ſo much as once looked 
behind me, tumbl.d over a barrel of thunder, 
knock'd down a hail-ſtorm, roll'd over the fea, 
Carted like lightning through the iufernal regions) 


Art ſo took my leave of the ſhew-fulks, 


SONG. 
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HOW SWEET'S THE LOVE THAT MEETS RETURN. 


HEN firſt I kenn'd young Sandy's face, 
He ſung and look'd wi' tic a grace, 
He ſtole my heart, but did na care, 


\ 

| The lad he lov'd a laſs more fair, 

| And oft” I ſung o'er brae and burn, 

| How ſweet's the love that meets return. 
| | ; 
| He loo'd a laſs wi” fickle mind, 


Was ſometimes caul and ſometimes bid, 
Which made the love-ſick laddie rue, 

Fer the was caul when he was true: 

He mourn'd and ſung Jer brae and burn, 
How tweet's the love that meets return, 


—— W 


One day a pretty wreath he twin'd 
| Where cowilips and {weet lav'recks join'd, 
To make a garland for her hair— 
But the retus'd a gilt fae fair: 
This {corn he cry'd, can ne'er be born, 
But ſweel's the love that meets return. 


—  —  — 


Juſt then he met my tell tale cen, 
(And trueſt love is ſooneſt ſcen) 
Dear las, ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
| For thy ſoft wiſhes are like mine: 
Now Jenny in her turn may mourn, 
} For ſweet's the love that meets return. 
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My anſwer was bold frank and kind, | 
F lov'd the lad and told my mind; | 
To kirk we went wi” hearty glee, | 
And wha ſae bleſt as he and me? 

Now blithe we ſing o'er brae and burn, 
How ſweet's the love that meets return. | 


SON 6. | 
THE FAINT DENIAL. 
Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


OW miſtaken is the lover, | 
Who on words builds hopes of bliſs; 
And fondly thinks we love diſcover, 
If perchance we anſwer, ves: 
Prompted often by diſcretion, 
E the ſeeming kind expreſſion, 
When the tongue the heart belying, . 
Dares not venture on denying, 
But in tpite of diſcontent, 
Gives the ſemblage of conſent. 


Ah! how vain is art's proſeſſion. 
Tho! the falt'ring tongue comply, 
What avails the cold confeſhon, 
If th' averted eyes deny? ; 
Happier far th' experienc'd ſwain, 
Knows he triumphs muſt attain, 
When in vain ſucceſsful trial, 


Language gives the faint denual; 


While 
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While the eyes betray the fiction, 
In delightſul contradiction, 

And the cheeks with bluſhes glow, 
Aud the tongue ſtill falters no. 


S O N G.* 


SWEET JANE OF GRISIPOLY, 
Sung by Mr. Johnflone. 


HAD I Allen Ramſay's art, 
To ſing my paſſion tender, 
In ev'ry line ſhe'd read my heart, 
Suck ſoothing ſtrains I'd ſend her: 
Nor his, nor gentle Rizzio's aid, 
To ſhew, is all a folly, 
How much I love the charming maid, 
Sweet Jane of Griſipuly. 


She makes me know what all deſire, 
With ſuch bewitching glances, 
Her modeſt air then checks my fire, 

And ſtops my bold advances: 
Meek as the lamb on yonder lawn, 
Yet by her conquer'd wholly, 
For ſometimes ſprightly us the fawn, 
Sweet Jane of Gri.ipoly. 
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My ſenſes ſhe's bewilder'd quite, 


ſeem an am'rous ninny, 
A letter to a friend 1 write, 
For Sandy I ſian Jenny : 
Laſt ſunday when trom church IT came, ; 
With lo ks demnre and holy, 
I cry'd, when alk'd the text to name, 
"TI w.s jane of Griiipoly, 


My jenny is na ſertune orvat, 
And lam por and and I wle, 
A ſtraw for pow'r end grand g ſtate, 
Her * ron ee leis: | 
From ev iy 11G lelch ew. 
S-) tree my herd is wholly 
1 the is kind 28 zu true, 
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TOBY PHILPOT, 


FAR Teo, this brown jug, that now foams with 
nild ale, 
(In which le duk to fweet Nan of the vale) 
Was once Ib Fhil;.u!, a thirſty old foul, 
As cet drenk a bottle or fathom'd a bowl; 
In bovaing ubuat 'twas his praiſe to excel, 


And amuiig joliy topers he bore off the bell. 


— — — — 
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It chanc'd as in dog - days he ſat at his eaſe, 

In a flow'r-woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe puffing forrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had diſſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, 

Aud with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug: 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
Here's a health to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale, 


S O N G. 
OLD AGNESS, 


Y true hearty fellows, who ſmoke with fuch glee, 
To beg your attention for once I'll make free; 
And ling of our pipes, while thus merry and ſnug, 
We lighten our cares as we lighten our jug; 
The jug which from Toby its origin boaſts, 
Old Toby, whoſe mem'ry enliven's dur toaſt, 


Toby's fame, like his ſize, ſpread ſo great by his ale, 
That for Agnes no room could be found in the tale; 
Honeſt Agnes, the ſocial ſupport of his liſe, 

Both for quaffing and ſize was well pair'd as his wife: 
Therefore linging her praiſe we with joy will regale, 
Whilſt our pipes and our jus give a zeſt to our ale. 


The 
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The potter who ſhrewdly found Toby's remains, 

1 hought to vitit again there might anſwer his pains; 
Where in brief he found Agnes, whoſe death as ber liles 
Made her qualified duly to lie as his wiſe: 
Her fair faine all the village inceſſantly quote, 

Whoſe Vicar the following epitaph wrote. 


* Agnes Philpot, the wife of old Toby, renown'd, 

*\\ ho liv'd while on earth now lies dead in this ground; 
* Old care of her grieving for Toby to bilk, 

She ſoſten'd her forrows with brandy and milk, 

* Swoln quite ſilky ſhe thriv'd, till her ſkin gave a crack 
* When death popping in laid her here on her back.” 


At ao ow our ſhrewd potter a happy thought 
arted, 

That Toby and Agnes ſhould never be parted ; 

So he took of her clay, which was white as her milk, 

And temper'd with brandy *'till ſofter than filk, 

And forming theſe pipes he advis'd fly and ſnug, 

That we kiis ber fair clay, and ſhake hands with his 


jug. | 


— — — 
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5 IS in vain ſor ſuccour calling, 
Hope no more my boſom cheers; 
Cruel fate that bliſs appaling, 
With her ſcrol of joyleſs years: 
Come, delpair and diſtraction, confound me, 
Add ſtill to my life's wretched load; 
And while your mix'd horrors ſurround me, | 


This detert of wildneſs ſhall be my abode. | 
TOASTS | 
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TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 
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ONG. live the King that ſeeks his people's love. 
The Nation, the Law, and the King. 


May might never overcome right. 


Familiarity bounded by decency, and friendſhip un- 
founded by intereſt. | 


Gratitude to friends and generofity to enemies. 


Heaven to thoſe who wiſh for it, repentance to thoſe 
who do not, 


Hope and happineſs in every ſtate of life. 
Succeſs to every juſt purſuit, 


Innocence in our deſires, and influence to obtain 
them. 


Inefficacy to the projects of thoſe who would hurt us 


or our country. 


Inſtability to the councils of Britain's enemies, foreign 
and domeſtic. 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS, 
A ſpeedy check to unbridled ambition. 
The roſe of pleaſure without the thorn. 
May true love and honor always go together. 


Perdition to all villains that exiſt on the wreck of their 
country. 


May we neither experience the fate of France, or be 
duped out of our liberties. 


May our principles be ever upright, and our morals 
pure, 


May our love for our King have no bounds, nor our 
tear of him need any. 


May the judgment of our benches never be biaſſed. 


May no ſon of the ocean ever be devoured by his 
mother. 


May the friend of diſtreſs never know want or ſorrow. 


May the lovers of liberty never want the comforts of 
life. 


May the intereſts of the King and ce mia never be 
thought diſtinct. 


May the wealth of rogues devolve upon honeſt men. 


May the ſons of freedom be united to the daughters 
of virtue, 


May the worth of the nation be ever ineſtimable. 
May private grief never affect the public welfare, 


May the fighs of ſorrow never be loſt in air. 
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TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 
The freedom of the Preſs. 
May true love always g21m its object. 


The Trial by Jury, and may the richts of Jurymen 
to protect the innocent ever remain inviolate. 


Peace and good - will to all mankind, 


May the miſeries of war ceaſe to have exiſtence among 
enlightened nations. 


May Britons feel an intereſt in all great events that 
do honor tv human nature. 


Labours true. reward to every Briton—content and 
plenty, 


Love, liberty, and length of bliſsful days, 


To him who feeks not, but would merit praiſe, 


Love's pureſt bliſs to him who virtue guides, 
Its muddy dregs to where foul luſt reſides. 


Long may the preſent George fill Britain's throne, 
And truth and juſtice all his meaſures own. 


May the Monarch only found his greatneſs on his 
ſubjects love. 


May the miſer's fear anticipate diſgrace. 


May the ſword of forrow never wound the heart of 
ſenſibility. 


May Britiſh chaſtity ever keep pace with Britin 
beauty. | 


May our commodities of all kinds be fairly and 
honorably entered. 
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T@ASTS AND SENTIMENTS, 
Abſalom's end to the fomenters of public miſchief. 
Confuſion to the minions of vice. 
Conſcious innocence, and conſtant independence. 
Debility to the vicious and docility to the ignorant. 
Deſtruction to thoſe who would deſtroy innocence. 
Evil to him who would his country wrong. 
Emulation in virtue, and emigration to vice. 
Each lad his laſs and honor bind them all. 


Envy in an air-pump without a paſſage to breathe 
through. 


Friendſhip in a palace and falſhood in a dungeon. 


May all civil diſtinctions among men be founded 
upon public utility, 


Detection and diſgrace to the lovers of deceit. 


May neither precedent nor antiquity be a fanction to 
errors pernicious to mankind. 


The abolition of domeſtic ſlavery throughout the 
world. 


May the influence of prejudice, matters of gavern- 
ment, and ſuperſtition ters of religion, 
be for ever baniſhed from f ciety. 


May the civil power never 11: epeſ between the 
conſcience of man and bi :aake., 


May public reſponlibility attach to every public office 


— 
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Ars AND SENTIMENTS. 


May our love of the glaſs never make us forget de- 
cency. 


May Eritons never have a tyrant to oppoſe, 
A ſpeedy trip to all ſcoundrels. 


The honeſt butcher, who monopolizes neitker buttocks, 
rumps, nor ſticking pieces. 


To him who remembers a friend in diſtreſs. 

May proſperity be the guardian of adverlity. 

The path to matrimony and road to a chriſtening, 
My we always live with them we love. 

Speedy relief to all oppreſs'd and diſtreſs'd, 


Mav the Benedicts never take a bird's eve view of 
Cickold's Pont. 


May we never imbibe French Principles, or Engliſh 
diſipation. 


Submiſſion to the laws of our country when admi- 
niſtered with purity. 


May our follies be puniſhed with reproof. 


Starvation to all wealthy villains who exiſt by mono- 
poly. | 


May we never want ſauce to a cauliflower. 
The lovely maid of all work. 
Nay we ever promote the welfare of our country. 


May we ever refuſe the advice which paſſion gives. 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


May the extremity of right never approach the bound- 
aries of juſtice, 


May liberty never be abuſed, nor virtue ill uſed. 


May our wealth or our wit never be thrown away 
upon undeſervers. 


May confidence in ourſelves never lull us into dan- 
gerous ſecurity, 


May hope never elude our graſp, nor fear ** our 
imagination. 


May religion and politics flow from pure and upright 
principles. 


May our artiſts never be forced into artifice to gain 
applauſe and fortune. 


May the duties of ſocial life never give way to ſelfiſh- 
nels. 


Society's ſureſt cements— temperance and modeſty. 


The fate of Ixion to the ſeducer of female chaſtity— 
to embrace a cloud, 


When our country calls, may our heart never fail us_ 


May our prudence ſecure us friends, but enable us ts 
live without their aſſiſtance. 


May a Roman virtue be encircled with a courtier's 
eaſe, 


May the moments of mirth be regulated by the dial 
of reaſon, 


FINIS. 
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